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Leopard’s Spots 


OSCAR 


Bailey Bradford 


Book two in the Leopard’s Spots Series 

Oscar Travis has always been different, and not just 
because he’s a snow leopard shifter. Petite and pretty ina 
family where even the women are bigger and stronger than 
he is, Oscar has been protected by them except the times 
when no one could keep him safe. When he had to take 
another shifter’s life to protect his own family, Oscar’s 
world became a scarier place, at least in his head, not that 
he’s going to let his family know that. He will, however, 
help his dad Henry hunt down the cougar shifter who is 
trying to destroy one of Oscar’s own, his brother in law, 
Lyndon. 

Which is why Oscar finds himself in San Antonio. Curiosity 
—always Oscar’s potential downfall—is the reason he’s in 
one of the city’s biggest gay nightclubs. And it’s his bad 
luck that he is cornered by four obnoxious shifters who are 
out to ruin his night. Josiah Baker has other plans for 
Oscar, plans of mates and forever, but once he makes sure 
his kitten is safe, he’s ditched like a two dollar whore. Good 
thing he’s a shifter too, and a determined one who doesn’t 
shy away from Oscar’s attitude. He sees the hurting man 
behind the pretty facade, and no one is going to keep him 
and Oscar from the happy ending they deserve. 


Dedication 


Friendship makes each day brighter. Thank you. 
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Chapter One 


Oscar Travis didn’t consider himself a coward by any 
means, but it was sure hard not to tremble with fear when 
he found himself cornered by four huge men. 

Not just men. Shifters. 

Like him, except they weren’t snow leopards. 

They weren’t cougar shifters either, like Oscar’s 
brother-in-law, Lyndon, and since Oscar had only ever been 
around his own kind until Lyndon had showed up, he didn’t 
recognise the tangy, bitter scent rolling off the four men. 
Huge. Shifters. So much more dangerous than mere men. 

One of them—possibly the largest of the four, though it 
was hard for Oscar to tell—leaned in and sniffed. “Smells 
like pussy to me.” 

How in the hell did he manage to get himself in such 
freakin’ messes? All he’d wanted to do was check out the 
club, and his little adventure had turned into a borderline 
disaster. 

He’d lost the tips of a couple of fingers in a trap, had 
been pinned down in the bathroom at school more than 
once, and left butt-baked in the gym dressing room when 
some jerk had taken off with all his clothes while he’d 
showered. He’d been bullied and if he hadn’t been smart 
and quick, he’d probably have been seriously hurt instead 
of mostly just having his pride damaged. 


But if he’d been really smart those times, he wouldn’t 
have been in any danger in the first place, wouldn’t have 
been hurt, right? Which was pretty much the case for the 
crap he’d got himself into tonight—he hadn’t been smart at 
all, he’d been horny. 

Dad is really gonna be pissed off. 

This crowned all his prior close calls and messes, that 
was for sure. 


Oscar’s top lip seemed determined to curl up in a snarl 
even though his brain told it not to. The four shifters 
chortled and slapped each other on the back. Yeah, they 
were brilliant, just like a heaping pile of shit was brilliant. 

“I don’t think this little boy is amused,” another of the 
shifters said. This one had orange hair and freckles, and 
looked like he could snap Oscar in two in a heartbeat. 

“Little pussy, ya mean,” rumbled the third one, who 
smelt particularly foul. “Bet his is nice and tight. You ever 
had a real man fuck your pussy?” 

Oscar’s cheeks couldn’t possibly burn any hotter. He’d 
never heard the term pussy in reference to any of his own 
body parts before tonight, but he was quick enough to 
figure out what part of him was being talked about even if 
they’d had to say it twice before he caught on. And he’d be 
damned if he was going to be gang-raped by a bunch of 
stinky, stupid bastards. He hoped to God the bouncers here 
were paying attention. 

Oscar cocked his head and raked the men with a 
scathing look. “I have, and I came here looking for a real 


man. If you assholes would move, maybe I could find one.” 
And with that, Oscar lashed out. He’d had enough time to 
start a concentrated shift, something he’d been working on 
—something he hadn’t known was possible until it had 
occurred to him to try a few weeks ago. 

He was glad he’d given it a shot, because whipping his 
claw-tipped paws instead of fists from his pockets, well, 
that threw the idiots surrounding him for a loop and gave 
Oscar an advantage he desperately needed. He’d become 
pretty well-coordinated once he’d got through those god- 
awful teenage years. 

Oscar slashed his right hand across the biggest man’s 
chest while catching the orange-haired one in the jaw. He 
tried to keep his claws out of that hit as much as he could. 
The same went for the punch to the chest. Oscar only 
wanted to scare these bullies off, not kill them. 

Yet. 

The thought sent a cold shiver down his back. He was 
always afraid he’d want to kill again, even if he hadn’t 
wanted to do so the first time. Still, he was part beast, part 
wild thing, and it’d been the untamed part of him that had 
ripped out another shifter’s throat. 

What if it happens again? 

Oscar shoved the thought aside as he drew his fist 
back and prepared to strike. The two shifters he’d hit a 
minute ago were howling and grabbing at their wounds. He 
guessed he hadn’t pulled his punches as much as he’d 
thought to. Either that or the idiots had lunged. He didn’t 
know which since everything happened so fast. 


Oscar danced back until he was against the wall and 
glared at the other two. He held up his paws and did his 
best movie hero imitation, waggling two of his fingers in a 
‘come on’ gesture, which wasn’t easy considering his hands 
weren’t humanoid. 

“Come on,” he snarled, just in case his intent wasn’t 
clear. 

“Pussy,” the less muscular of the shifters spat. “You 
aren’t worth this much effort to fuck!” 

“I wouldn’t let you fuck me with someone else’s dick,” 
Oscar sniped back. He was going to point out the vast 
difference between fucking and what they had intended to 
do to him, but a low rumbling growl that was felt more than 
heard had Oscar snapping his mouth shut and some of the 
other shifters whimpering. 

“Is there a problem?” 

Oscar went weak-kneed—with relief, he told himself— 
upon seeing a burly guy wearing a LAnnex polo shirt 
stretched tight over his muscular chest. His brown hair was 
cut in a short military clip and he had one of those broad 
jaws that gave him a tough and stern appearance, or at 
least Oscar thought so. As far as bouncers went, this guy 
had to be the epitome of what one should look like. Add to 
his chiselled features a pair of pale icy-coloured eyes and 
the fantasy man from Oscar’s wet-dreams had just become 
reality. 

The orange-haired shifter pointed at Oscar. “He 
started it!” 


Oscar’s mouth dropped open and he sputtered, “Did 
not! They did.” Oscar belatedly realised he wasn’t 
completely human in appearance when he’d pointed at his 
accuser. “Oh fuck.” He started shifting his paws back into 
hands. Maybe the bouncer would think he’d been wearing 
gloves or something? 

Except he growled again, a real deep, animalistic 
growl, and Oscar felt the first true tendrils of fear. The 
sound wasn’t even remotely human, and as he forced 
himself to look at the bouncer, whose name was Josiah, 
according to the tag on the right side of his chest. Oscar 
thought he just might be in more trouble now than he’d 
been in a few minutes ago. 

“Go!” 

Oscar hoped Josiah meant him, too. The other shifters 
started to skitter off, muttering, and Oscar tried to scoot 
along the wall, but two things stopped him. The first was 
hearing the orange-haired shifter say “Yes, alpha,” and the 
second was Josiah’s hand on his chest, pinning him in 
place. 

Then Oscar smelt it, the burnt wood and grassy scent 
mixed with a musky odour he couldn’t place. It emanated 
from Josiah and coated Oscar like an invisible cloak. It also 
freaked him out like nothing had in ages. 

“Let me go.” Oscar was too close to losing his temper 
completely. He grabbed Josiah’s wrist with both hands. 

His heart was slamming so hard in his chest, he was 
afraid it might shoot out if Josiah did let up on him. But 


Josiah didn’t, and Oscar’s temper boiled over, drowning his 
common sense. 

“I have fucking had it with big, muscular, stupid 
assholes tonight!” He dug his nails into Josiah’s arm and 
kicked out with one foot. 

It had zero effect on Josiah and Oscar became almost 
frantic in his attempt to escape. No, he wasn’t being hurt, 
but Oscar had been bullied up until he graduated high 
school. Now, everything that’d happened since he’d walked 
into the gay bar had stirred up the memories of those 
hellish years. 

Tonight was going to provide him with a whole new 
mess of issues. All he’d wanted to do was maybe dance with 
a guy, see what it felt like to have a man’s arms around 
him, feel another man’s cock rubbing against him while 
they moved to a slow song. 

Maybe, if he’d been feeling exceptionally brave, 
there’d have been some kissing too. Oscar hadn’t done any 
of those things before, and doubted he’d have another 
chance at them for a while. It wasn’t like Holton, the town 
closest to where he lived, was a hotbed of gay delights. 

Now all he was going to get out of tonight was to 
become even more fucked up. Oscar opened his mouth, 
ready to scream, because surely someone would then 
become aware of the fact that he was being mauled. It 
didn’t occur to him in his panic that he was the one doing 
the attacking, not until Josiah grunted and stumbled 
forward. 


Oscar had hit him hard on the inside of his thigh, and 
now he figured he was going to die because of it. Josiah 
lurched unsteadily and Oscar, with his back already 
scraping the wall, tried to push Josiah away, but it was no 
use. Oscar’s breath gushed from his lungs as Josiah 
crashed into him. 

“Fuuuuck,” Oscar croaked, afraid a couple of his ribs 
had cracked. 

His arms were pinned and Josiah had to weigh at least 
two hundred pounds, and he was a good foot taller than 
Oscar. Oscar’d had enough sense to turn his head, but his 
face was still getting smashed between Josiah’s chest and 
the wall. As a matter of fact, all of Oscar was getting 
squished. 

“Get off,” he whimpered, because he couldn’t quite 
manage not to. 

Josiah rumbled and Oscar felt it clear to his toes. 
Oddly enough, it also seemed to flip a few erotic switches 
along the way, which unsettled Oscar almost as badly as he 
had been moments before when he’d gone ape-shit on 
Josiah. 

But really? Getting a semi-stiffy now, of all times? 

What the hell was wrong with him? 

“Stop.” 

Oscar hadn’t realised he’d started clawing at Josiah 
again until that sharply barked order had him turning 
stone-still. Oscar wriggled, though, because he really 
wanted to be able to freaking inhale sometime soon! 


Josiah hissed and the next thing Oscar knew he was 
given a little room, very little, and was being lifted right off 
his feet as Josiah brought them eye to eye. 

“This is what I get for rescuing you?” 

“Rescuing me?” Oscar spluttered, thinking he should 
have tried harder to do some damage to Josiah, the 
arrogant prick! “T had it under control!” 

Josiah’s expression didn’t change, yet he somehow 
managed to look even more intimidating. It was a good 
thing Oscar had been bully proofed. 

Trial by fire and all that. 

“Put me down you big—” 

Oscar definitely wasn’t expecting what happened next. 
Josiah moved in closer, moved his face closer. Oscar 
winced, thinking he was about to get the head-butt from 
hell. He just knew his brains were going to be squashed 
right out of his ears. He closed his eyes, not wanting to see 
the oncoming collision—only to jerk them back open when 
a hot, wet mouth slanted over his. 


Chapter Two 


Jesus Christ, the little kitty tasted every bit as good as 
he smelt. Josiah, not usually a moaner or any other kind of 
noise-maker when it came to sex or kisses or anything like 
that, couldn’t suppress the sound that slipped from his 
mouth to his little blond’s. He tasted so as to be addictive. 

And he was a fighter, something Josiah admired 
greatly, although he probably shouldn’t have been 
surprised. There was a reason people talked about short 
person syndrome—because it did exist. Obviously the sexy 
shifter he was kissing had a damn good-sized dose of it, 
which was excellent since Josiah had never liked a doormat. 
Give him a man with plenty of sass and ass, that’d always 
been his private motto. He wasn’t ever going to say so out 
loud, though, because it was just cheesy. 

Josiah tipped his head for a better angle, more control, 
and found out just how much of a pushover his kitty wasn’t. 
Sharp nails pierced his skin as the younger man shifted his 
hands into paws, and Josiah definitely felt elongated 
incisors nick his tongue. And that...that just turned up his 
arousal to a level he couldn’t remember experiencing 
before. 

Even so, he remembered too clearly the fear he’d felt 
and scented rolling off the young man. It was what had 
drawn Josiah to the group, along with the fact that he knew 


Hudson and his buddies were a bunch of ignorant shits who 
frequently needed attitude adjustments. 

Usually in the form of an ass-kicking. 

Josiah had met their needs on more than one occasion, 
and tonight wouldn’t have been an exception if Hudson 
hadn’t already been well on the way to getting stomped by 
the time Josiah arrived. He’d fully expected to be elbow- 
deep in a fight within seconds, but instead he’d found 
himself almost entranced by a petite and very pretty bundle 
of anger and fierceness that set his pulse to pounding like 
no one had before. 

This intriguing shifter was teaching him all sorts of 
new things about himself. First, that he enjoyed the bite of 
pain mixed with pleasure, and second, Josiah wasn’t the 
only one who could do a partial shift. It was almost as if 
he’d met his match. Minus the difference in their sizes, 
ages, and shift species, at the very least. 

Josiah didn’t relinquish control, no matter how much 
the other shifter bit and scratched at him. If anything, each 
time pain was inflicted on him, it made Josiah more 
determined not to give an inch. He thought someone 
needed to show this man that strength didn’t have to be 
brutal, and Josiah wasn’t being a brute, keeping his hold 
firm yet careful, his kiss determined yet tender. 

It wasn’t like his kitty was trying to get free, either. 
No, he just wanted to push Josiah, to test his boundaries. 
Josiah knew he could be wrong, but he didn’t think so. 
There was something familiar about the other man, and it 
called to Josiah in a way that wasn’t exactly logical, but his 


brain was too muddled with lust. He couldn’t parse through 
his chaotic thoughts to try and figure out what was 
happening other than acknowledging the lust boiling 
higher and higher inside him. 

Stay strong. 

Josiah jerked at the words. He hadn’t spoken, yet he’d 
heard them clear as day in his head. It startled him, to say 
the least, and several things began to click together, puzzle 
pieces sliding into place perfectly. He suddenly didn’t feel 
so sure about what he was doing, though. In fact, he was 
close to freaking out, something which never happened to 
him. 

Josiah broke the kiss, pulling back, panting and trying 
not to let his discomfiture show. Holding the smaller man 
up was no Strain at all, yet Josiah’s arms trembled and his 
body was swept with waves of strength-sapping excitement 
and fear. 

“Who are you?” he finally managed to ask as he stared 
into eyes so blue even the dim lighting in the club couldn’t 
hide their beauty. The dark colour was striated with thin 
streaks of gold, so fine as to be easily missed. But Josiah’s 
senses were enhanced, and he was already attuned to this 
man as he’d never been to another. 

“Why? Are you going to stalk me?” 

Was that a hopeful note he’d heard there? Josiah kind 
of thought it was, and he felt a little better knowing he 
wasn’t the only one of them feeling this incredible 
attraction. It was difficult for him to get words past the 
desire that seemed to be strangling him, but Josiah was 


nothing if not persistent. “No, but I need to know your 
name.” Before we fuck. Preferably. 

At this point, though, he’d settle for just feeling those 
full lips around his dick. 

When it seemed like he wouldn’t get an answer, Josiah 
opened his mouth to ask again, only to bite back a yelp as 
the intriguing young man slammed a knee too close to 
Josiah’s nuts. Pain burst over his groin and the growl that 
tore from him carried the threat he couldn’t verbalise. 
Josiah wouldn’t hurt him, but he’d damn sure turn the cute 
shifter over his knee and warm up his ass if he didn’t stop 
trying to cause serious damage. 

“Enough!” Josiah seethed while he battled the 
burgeoning agony caused by another, more accurately 
placed knee. He wedged one of his legs between the 
blond’s and leaned in. “Who. Are. You?” 

He wasn’t really expecting an answer, not when he 
could see the fury in the other’s face. Yet he heard a name 
—Oscar—just before pain sliced through his forearms. This 
time Josiah couldn’t hold back a yelp, not when Oscar 
hadn’t bothered to temper his attack, and had driven his 
claws in so deep blood immediately dripped from the 
wounds. 

“You little—” Josiah stopped himself there, aware that 
calling him ‘little’ anything probably wasn’t going to endear 
him to Oscar. Maybe he deserved to be battered after all. 
Josiah took a good, deep breath, soaking Oscar’s scent into 
his bones before slowly stepping back and lowering him 


until his feet touched the ground. “Hurt me again, and I'll 
tan your hide, kitten.” 

Oscar snarled and threw a nasty swipe which would 
have required stitches had Josiah not leapt back. “Oh fuck 
you, asshole! All you big stupid bullies think you can do 
whatever you want to people littler than you. It’s about 
time someone teaches you and others like you some 
manners.” 

“There’s nothing more dangerous than a man with a 
chip on his shoulder,” Josiah murmured, quoting his 
deceased grandmother. He held his hands up and ignored 
the blood that ran down to his elbows. “I’m not the one 
who’s being violent.” 

Oscar opened his mouth then snapped it right back 
shut. He gulped when he looked at Josiah’s arms. Josiah 
thought he saw some sympathy there and had half a mind 
to point out to Oscar where else he’d wounded him, but 
even half a mind was enough to let him know that’d be a 
mistake. Oscar was obviously wounded in a much worse 
way on the inside than Josiah was on the outside. 

Josiah lowered his hands a little but still kept them out 
between him and Oscar. “Have I hurt you?” 

Oscar reached up and touched his lips, looking more 
thoughtful than angry now. They were swollen and a deep 
rosy pink, and Josiah wanted to lick them and leave them 
glistening wet. He’d bet he could draw the most delicious 
sounds from Oscar, just from kissing him. He’d no doubt 
make a few new sounds himself. Watching Oscar touch his 
lips was stirring up a need to beg in Josiah, and he certainly 


had never done that before. Oscar was just bringing up all 
sorts of new experiences for Josiah, but he supposed he 
shouldn’t be surprised. After all, Oscar was his mate. 

He didn’t think Oscar had caught onto that fact yet. 
Or, and it was a horrible idea, but for all he knew, leopard 
shifters—he’d seen the rosettes on Oscar’s paws—might 
not have mates. How could a relationship work between 
them if that were the case? Wolf shifters mated for life. 
Surely Destiny wouldn’t fuck him over with a mate who 
wasn’t capable of bonding with him in the same manner? 

Oscar appeared to be totally unaware of Josiah’s inner 
turmoil. He rubbed at his bottom lip again and glanced up 
at Josiah. “So you’ll let me go?” 

“Let you go?” Just saying it made Josiah’s chest ache, 
but he saw the way Oscar narrowed his eyes and flared his 
nostrils. Now wasn’t the time to provoke Oscar or offer any 
explanations, not when Oscar was obviously on the verge of 
attacking him again. Josiah could defend himself, but he 
wasn’t sure he could do it without hurting Oscar, and that 
simply wasn’t going to happen. 

Josiah dropped his hands to his sides and took another 
step back. “Of course, but at least let me see you safely 
back to wherever you came from. Hudson and his buddies 
tend to carry a grudge and I wouldn’t put it past them to 
try and jump you outside.” 

“Fuck off,” Oscar snapped, and with a surprising burst 
of speed, he darted past Josiah. Smaller and more agile, 
Oscar was out the door before Josiah had elbowed his way 
halfway through the club. 


That’s okay, though. 

Josiah grinned, feeling every bit the wolf he was 
inside. He had Oscar’s scent, and Oscar was his mate. 
There was nowhere his kitten could go that Josiah wouldn’t 
find him. 


Chapter Three 


By the time Oscar made it back to the hotel room, he 
was so edgy and antsy he wanted to scream. At least he’d 
beat his dad back, though, so he wouldn’t have to explain 
where he’d been and how his little adventure had turned 
into a cluster fuck . 

Like I should have to stay in the hotel room! I’m not a 
goddamned kid! 

Oscar wandered around the room, not really seeing it. 
He hadn’t cared how the place was decorated or whatever 
as long as it was clean and didn’t reek. He missed the smell 
of pines and spruces, of grass and soil. 

San Antonio smelt mostly of carbon monoxide and 
metal, or pretty much the same as every other big city 
Oscar had been in. He was glad their hotel wasn’t far from 
the club he’d gone to on San Pedro, otherwise he’d have 
ended up taking a cab, and those things were beyond 
offensive to his sensitive nose. Well, cities in general were. 
Was it like that for other shifters? If so, how the hell did any 
of them stand it? 

Just thinking about the way the city smelt and the 
stench of lust and hate that his would-be attackers had 
exuded made Oscar’s skin crawl. He debated dead-bolting 
the door, then decided against it. If his dad got back while 
Oscar was showering, he’d rather not have to deal with 


getting out and dripping all over the place. Besides, there 
was no reason the regular lock shouldn’t do. 

Oscar went into the bathroom and stripped quickly, 
eager to feel warm water on his skin. He gave a brief 
glance at himself in the mirror over the sink. Not 
surprisingly, he was still too skinny, too short, too feminine 
in the face even though he kept his hair in a high-and-tight 
in an attempt to look more masculine. All it really did was 
set off his big eyes and his sharp cheekbones, so maybe he 
should consider growing his hair out and sort of hiding 
more of his features? One of those emo-type hairstyles with 
long strands, or big chunks of hair hanging over an eye. 

Oscar gave a disgusted snort and flapped a hand at the 
mirror as he turned away. Why was he worrying about his 
appearance anyway? It wasn’t as if he was going to have a 
boyfriend any time soon. 

Really, how stupid was he? He’d been delusional to 
believe he’d meet a nice, cute guy who’d dance with him 
and maybe give him a goodnight kiss at the hotel room 
door. And what would have happened if he had met 
someone like his imaginary guy? He’d never seen him 
again. 

But I’d have had one good memory of a man touching 
me. 

Having Ritchie Burrows shove him against the lockers 
or try to give him a swirly certainly weren’t good memories, 
even if Ritchie had been the handsome quarterback. He’d 
been a colossal asshole, and Oscar hoped someone would 


shove Ritchie’s head in a filthy toilet bowl and gave him a 
swirly on a regular basis. 

Sometimes he thought he would never get over being 
angry for the way he’d been treated in school, but logically, 
Oscar knew he had to try. It was just hard. If he wasn’t 
having nightmares about those hellish years, he was having 
nightmares about losing his fingertips in a trap. Although 
maybe he wasn’t dreaming so much as he was 
remembering that horrific experience. 

Still, it paled in comparison to the other thing he 
dreamt of, also not a fictional thing but a memory from not 
very long ago. It was the worst of all of his nightmares, 
dreams and, memories. There was no way he could 
describe the sickening fear that dragged him from sleep, 
bringing him to wakefulness to find himself sitting up, jaw 
aching from a scream he couldn’t let loose. And there was 
always the taste of blood, so pungent and overpowering. He 
would get up and brush his teeth and gargle to no avail. 
Once he woke from memories of ripping out Albert Tavares’ 
throat, the taste of the dead shifter’s blood lingered for 
hours. 

“Enough,” Oscar rasped, needing the sound of his 
voice to chase him out of his thoughts. 

He stepped into the shower and turned the knobs on, 
not caring if he froze at first. He did, and it took every 
ounce of his willpower to stand still under the icy stream 
until it warmed. It wasn’t penance; he just needed to be 
more manly, or whatever. 


After that, Oscar tried to block out any unpleasant 
thoughts of the past. He’d told himself a thousand times 
that he’d had no choice when it had come to killing Albert, 
and he hadn’t. Albert would have killed Lyndon, Oscar’s 
brother-in-law and Albert’s half-brother. There’d been no 
other option. There was no use for what-if’s. 

But, he could think about Josiah. Oscar never would 
have admitted it at the time, but being manhandled by the 
big bouncer had turned him on something fierce. He’d had 
to really fight to keep from popping wood. When Josiah had 
been pressed against him...well, it had been the most erotic 
experience of Oscar’s life. Then again, he hadn’t really had 
any erotic experiences that didn’t involve his own hand. 

The fact that Josiah was a shifter, too, was a bonus. 
Maybe. Oscar wasn’t sure. He hadn’t even known there 
were other kinds of shifters until his brother Levi had met 
Lyndon, a cougar shifter. But what kind of shifter was 
Josiah? He sure hadn’t smelt like a leopard or a cougar. 

And the way Josiah had called him kitten? Normally 
such a pet name would have infuriated Oscar, but Josiah 
had kind of purred when he’d said it. His voice had 
thickened, deepened—warmed, even—until it had sounded 
like the verbal approximation of melted dark chocolate, 
Oscar’s favourite food in the world. 

Mmm, chocolate and sex. Definitely better than 
thinking about other things. 

Oscar let the memory of Josiah’s voice replay in his 
head, and not surprisingly his cock sprung to rigidness 
almost instantly. He reached for the little bottle of 


conditioner set out by the hotel staff as he brought up 
Josiah’s features, his thickly muscled chest and arms, and 
that strong, stubborn jaw. Slightly thin lips, wet and dark 
from kisses... 

“Ungh, yeah,” Oscar panted as he fisted his cock. He 
reached down and cupped his balls with his other hand. 
“Ohhhbh...” Normally Oscar could draw out his pleasure, but 
thinking about Josiah was shorting out his control. His 
nipples grew hard and achy, and he couldn’t keep a steady 
rhythm as he jerked off. He tugged on his balls to try to 
push back his rapidly approaching climax, but the sound of 
the hotel room door being slammed shut strangled his 
orgasm like nothing else could have. 

Oscar wanted to weep as he jerked his hands away 
from his parts. With his sensitive hearing, every move his 
dad made in the outer room sounded pretty damn loud to 
him. That being the case, he sure didn’t want his dad to 
hear him slapping his stick in return. The very idea was 
even more traumatising than being accosted in the club 
earlier. 

It didn’t take him long to finish cleaning up, as it 
seemed like every sound he heard coming from the main 
room spurred him on to hurry up. Oscar towelled off half- 
assedly then brushed his teeth. A close inspection of his 
face showed no signs of manly facial hair in need of 
shaving. He flipped his reflection off before wrapping the 
towel around his hips and walking out of the bathroom. 

Henry, his dad, looked up from the newspaper he was 
reading at the small table. He frowned and set down the 


burger he’d been holding. Oscar’s skin burned and he knew 
what was coming. He’d seen himself in the stupid mirror. 

“Have you lost more weight, son?” Henry enquired as 
he stared at Oscar’s chest. “You’re looking like you could 
use a month of your grandma’s meals.” 

“I’m fine,” Oscar muttered, wishing like hell he’d 
thought to bring his clothes into the bathroom. At least he 
could fix that mistake. He grabbed his duffle bag and 
turned back towards the bathroom. 

“Oz.” 

Oscar closed his eyes and tried not to let his shoulders 
droop. He supposed there was an upside to being aware of 
the feeling of defeat. It was a familiar sensation, so he 
knew he wasn’t totally lost in some delusional haze. He 
cringed inwardly when he heard his father rise and walk 
over. 

Here it comes, the good-intentioned prying and yada 
yada yada. 

His dad cupped the back of his neck and tugged until 
Oscar grudgingly turned around. He wasn’t trying to be a 
moody jerk, but he was so tired of everyone treating him 
like he was going to break. Or go crazy and hurt someone. 

“Tve always been skinny,” he grumbled, just before his 
dad hauled him in for a hug. Oscar returned it with one 
arm, trying to keep his towel up with his other hand. 

“It’s not just that and you know it, Oscar.” Henry didn’t 
let him go, and he kept his hand on the back of Oscar’s 
neck, a comforting and familiar gesture to him. “You’ve lost 
weight. You’re quieter. You’ve always been more likely to 


think than speak, but ever since...since Albert, you’ve been 
withdrawn.” He stepped back. 

Oscar looked up at him automatically as his dad 
continued speaking. The sincerity and concern in Henry’s 
expression made it especially difficult for Oscar to meet his 
father’s gaze, considering what he’d been up to earlier. 

“I know you’re sick and tired of us being worried, son, 
but when you...” 

When his dad hesitated, Oscar figured he was trying to 
find a way to talk about Oscar taking Albert’s life in a 
tactful way. But there was nothing tactful about having 
killed someone, no matter the reason. Oscar took pity on 
his dad and said it for him. “I killed a man, Dad.” 

Henry grimaced and shook his head, but he couldn’t 
very well argue the point and Oscar knew it. After all, it 
was the truth. 

“I know I didn’t have any other choice, not if Lyndon 
was going to live. Albert was going to kill him, and all 
because of a stupid will leaving all of their father’s money 
to the sole surviving offspring.” 

The idea of it turned Oscar’s stomach, but he refused 
to let his dad see how sick it made him feel. “I didn’t do it 
because I wanted to, but because I had to. I couldn’t stop 
Albert any other way. I know these things, Dad. I do.” And 
yet he still felt the weight of the burden, guilt and remorse 
and the dread that something dark had been unleashed 
inside him. He was fucking scared of what he’d done, but 
no one else needed to know it. 


But his dad had this look, the one that said he 
understood, and he saw far more than one would wish, and 
Oscar couldn’t stand it. For the first time that he could 
remember, he pulled away from his dad. 

“I need to get dressed.” He felt his dad’s gaze on him 
like a laser burning into his skin, probably notching each 
knob of his spine. 

It’s okay, maybe he'll focus on how skinny I am instead 
of wanting to talk about Albert. At least he doesn’t seem to 
know I went out. 

Oscar almost snorted. Albert was part of the reason 
they were in San Antonio, and Lyndon was the other part. 
Well, all of Oscar’s family was the reason, not just Lyndon. 
But it was Lyndon’s dad who was a psycho nutjob. 

Oscar started to close the bathroom door, but his dad 
was right on his heels. “Oscar, you know this is Cole 
Tavares’ fault. He sicced his kids on each other. Last one 
standing inherits a fortune. And yes, you did what you had 
to, but even knowing that doesn’t mean you don’t feel the 
burden of what you’ve done.” Henry cupped Oscar’s neck 
again and pulled him back into a tight embrace. “If you 
weren’t bothered by it, I’d be more worried than I am now. 
I wish I could carry this for you.” 

Oscar didn’t know why he kept struggling—internally 
at least—against the comfort his dad and the rest of his 
family kept offering. He’d stopped protesting, but only out 
loud. Inside he was a fucking mess. Granted he’d always 
been kind of screwed up one way or another. He didn’t look 
a thing like any of his siblings, he’d managed to 


permanently disfigure himself, he’d always been a target 
for bullies. On and on it went. Oscar knew each of his faults 
so well he could see them listed on the backs of his eyelids. 

His dad, always perceptive, began rubbing small 
circles on Oscar’s back, chasing away some of the tension 
knotting his muscles. “You saved Lyndon’s life, probably 
Levi’s too, and who knows who else’s. Albert might have 
come after more of the family. He wasn’t right in the head. 
How he could be Lyndon’s brother, half or otherwise, is 
beyond me.” 

“I dunno,” Oscar mumbled against his dad’s chest. 
Slowly, so slowly, his dad was pushing back the guilt that 
haunted Oscar. He worried about Lyndon, about Levi, about 
all of his family. But Lyndon hadn’t even known his father 
or half-siblings. Cole Tavares had almost killed Lyndon once 
himself a long time ago, but that hardly counted as 
knowing the asshole. 

Or maybe it did, because Tavares was definitely a 
twisted kitty. He had to be to try to murder his own son. 
He’d also come up with his sick version of survival of the 
fittest, pitting his offspring against each other and 
promising to leave his wealth only to the last survivor. 

Now Albert, one of Cole’s kids, was dead, and someone 
Oscar and his family suspected of being another one of 
Cole Tavares’ kids had been seen and scented lurking 
around the family property in Colorado. Oscar’s mom had 
run the male cougar off, chased him almost all the way to 
Holton before the cougar had shifted into a naked man and 
jumped in a truck. It was shortly thereafter that Henry had 


decided to hunt down Cole Tavares and convince him to 
stop his sick game. 

Personally, Oscar didn’t think it was going to work. 
Any man fucked up enough to set his kids against each 
other, to have them kill one another off—Well, someone who 
would do such a thing obviously wasn’t any kind of rational 
man. But Henry was determined to try, and Oscar had 
begged then demanded he come along. 

If it came to someone having to be killed, he didn’t 
want anyone else in his family to have to do it. Oscar 
figured his hands were already stained with death, his soul 
marred from it. Better that he be the one to take Cole 
Tavares’ life, or the life of any of his offspring, who were 
determined to kill Lyndon. What was more guilt added to 
the pile of it he already carried? 

He just had to make sure his dad didn’t catch on or 
else Oscar would find himself being shipped back home in 
no time. 


Chapter Four 


It'd taken Oscar forever to crash the night before. For 
one thing, his dad snored like it was an Olympic event and 
he was vying for the gold. How the hell his mom ever got 
any sleep, Oscar hadn’t a clue. But besides the noise, he’d 
seen Josiah every damn time he’d started to drift off, like 
his subconscious was just waiting for him to relax a little, 
then images of the sexy man flooded his mind. Josiah was 
just too close to everything Oscar had ever fantasised about 
in a man. So while Henry had snored away, Oscar had lain 
wide awake, his dick hard and sweat beading his upper lip 
because it hurt not to touch himself. He’d been scared that 
if he did doze off he’d end up coming in his pyjamas. 

He hadn’t, though, instead sinking into an exhausted 
sleep only to be roused by his dad pulling off his covers and 
popping Oscar on the butt. As far as awakenings went, it 
was a pretty rude but effective one. Oscar screeched, or 
maybe he didn’t and that was just something shooting up 
from his ass and exploding in his head. 

“Jesus Christ!” Oscar flailed, somehow managing to 
tangle himself up in his own sleep pants as he tried to flop 
onto his back. Fortunately he realised he had morning 
wood just as he rolled onto his hip. With a muttered curse, 
he hitched up his leg to help hide his erection. “What’d I 
ever do to you?” he asked as he gave his dad a baleful look. 


Henry snickered and swatted him again, but a lot 
gentler. “You were just sleeping and you had this smirk like 
you were dreaming about stirring up trouble. I figured 
there were probably lots of times in your childhood when 
you could have used a swat and didn’t get one.” He winked 
and walked over to the desk. He rifled through some 
receipts then tucked his wallet into his back pocket. “I’m 
going to run down to that taco place we saw yesterday, the 
pink one. As busy as it was, it ought to be good. What kind 
of tacos do you want?” 

Oscar didn’t consider himself an epicurean, but he did 
love Mexican food, especially breakfast tacos. His stomach 
growled and he licked his lips in anticipation of the coming 
meal. “Uh, a couple carne asada and a couple chorizo and 
egg?” He’d had chorizo before and loved the spicy flavour 
of the sausage, but he’d only heard of carne asada on a 
cooking show Levi had been watching a while back. “And 
hot sauce,” he added right before his dad left. 

The second the door shut, Oscar was kicking off his 
pyjama bottoms. As much as he’d have liked to lie in bed 
and beat off, he couldn’t. The room would smell like spunk 
afterwards. He got up and hurried to the bathroom. Once 
he had the shower started, he stripped off his shirt. The 
water wasn’t quite warm enough for him yet, so he took a 
moment to fondle his balls. He followed that with a tweak 
to his nipples and warmth bloomed in his lower region. It 
wasn’t going to take him long to come at all. 

Oscar stepped in the shower and turned his back to 
the spray. He spread a dollop of conditioner over his dick 


and he was good to go. He fisted his shaft loosely at first 
and shuddered when he stroked his entire length. 

“Yeah,” he whispered. He closed his eyes for a second, 
just long enough to picture Josiah’s face, his body, those 
thick, bulging muscular arms. Oscar opened his eyes and 
whimpered as he plucked one nipple. He tightened his grip 
on his dick and pumped harder, faster. He began thrusting 
into his hand. 

“Uhn, yeah, take it, take,” Oscar rasped, imagining he 
was fucking Josiah’s mouth. He tried to picture the guy’s 
ass but he hadn’t really seen it. That was okay, he had 
plenty of fantasy material to work with. 

“Ah, god!” Josiah’s lips were on the thin side, but they 
were almost a coral colour, and well-shaped even if they 
weren’t thick and pouty-looking. Oscar was glad for that. 
He always associated thick and pouty lips with guys like, 
well, like himself. Young and pretty. 

But Josiah’s lips were perfectly masculine in Oscar’s 
opinion. Strong, lean, determined, and they’d look fucking 
perfect wrapped around his dick. Oscar whimpered. His 
balls tingled and drew up tight. 

“P-please, fuck fuck fuck!” he babbled mindlessly, 
squeezing right under his cockhead. He bit his bottom lip 
and cum spurted from his slit, hitting the shower wall, 
leaving a trail of white streaks on the tile. 

Gradually he got his breath back and cleaned up, using 
a generous helping of soap to help eradicate the scent of 
spunk. Maybe he was being paranoid about it, but what kid 
wanted their parents to know they’d been masturbating? 


He towelled off and took care of his other hygiene needs 
then left the bathroom to get dressed. 

Since his dad wasn’t back yet, Oscar didn’t give it a 
thought before dropping the towel. He was digging through 
his duffle for underwear—he could have sworn he’d packed 
some more, but it wasn’t looking good—when he heard 
someone outside the door muttering. Oscar grabbed a pair 
of jeans and sprinted back to the bathroom seconds before 
the hotel room door swung open. 

“Tacos!” Henry called out, as if the spicy scent hadn’t 
already swamped the room. 

Oscar’s stomach rumbled and he quickly put the pants 
on, only slowing down to make sure he didn’t end up with 
his dick in the zipper. He’d seen a movie where that had 
happened and was pretty sure he was scarred for life from 
it, or at least paranoid enough that he didn’t like going 
without underwear. 

“Coming!” Oscar buttoned his waistband. 

He stepped out of the bathroom and almost drooled at 
the food laid out on the table. His dad’s eyes were lit up 
with an eagerness that made Oscar happy to see. Things 
had been so tense lately, what with them worrying about 
another cougar shifter showing up to cause trouble. It 
would have been great if he and his dad could just have this 
trip together to enjoy, but that wasn’t the case, and it made 
Oscar even more grateful for every good moment they 
could share. 

“Looks good,” Oscar said once he sat across from his 
dad. 


The table was so little their knees bumped, but neither 
seemed to care. They were too busy ogling the food. 

“Smells even better.” Henry inspected a small 
container of green sauce. “They said this one is really hot. 
You want to try it?” 

Oscar snorted but nodded. He could smell the peppers 
in that green sauce. No doubt his lips were going to burn 
and he’d be sweating like a pig, but damn, he wanted that 
sauce. “All of it on this one.” Oscar picked up a carne asada 
taco and parted the tortilla. 

As soon as Henry dumped the hot sauce on it, Oscar 
brought the taco to his mouth and took a big bite. “Oh my 
god,” he whimpered, heat and spices flooding his taste 
buds and actually making him shiver. “So good—” 

Henry chuckled but was soon moaning around a 
mouthful of his own taco. Together they enjoyed breakfast, 
even though Oscar couldn’t shake the feeling that 
something bad was going to happen. It’d come on him 
suddenly, as if for having this time with his dad there’d be a 
horrible cost. It was stupid, almost superstitious, but Oscar 
couldn’t make the thought go away. 

“Tl clean this up.” Oscar scooted back his chair and 
groaned. He was so full he didn’t think he could waddle, 
but if he ate like this more often, maybe he wouldn’t be 
such a skinny twerp. 

No negative thoughts, not today. I have to work past 
my tendency to dog myself. 

He couldn’t do anything about the missing fingertips, 
those weren’t growing back, but he could damn well stop 


ragging on himself. It wasn’t like he really thought he was a 
loser, most of the time, but years of being called one and 
worse made it hard not to fall back on self-abuse when he 
was Stressed or afraid. 

Right now, he was both, although he wasn’t sure why. 
He cleaned the table off while his dad called his mom and 
checked in. Oscar listened intently to Henry’s end of the 
conversation about not being able to find any information 
on cougar shifters in the area, and how frustrated he was 
at trying to find the names of Tavares’ kids. And forget 
talking to Cole Tavares himself, at least at this point. As far 
as they had found out, Tavares was in Mexico. 

Oscar put on a shirt and brushed his teeth again, and 
when he exited the bathroom his dad was off the phone. 
Henry stood by the window looking down at the street or 
the sidewalk, Oscar wasn’t sure which. 

“How’s Mom and everyone doing?” 

Henry smiled, and it seemed to Oscar he glowed from 
the inside at the mention of his wife. Oscar wanted that 
soft, content expression his dad got, wanted to know what 
it was like to love someone that much. 

“She’s fine. Wants us home and she still thinks we’re 
not the brightest crayons in the box for coming after 
Tavares, but she loves us anyways.” Henry leant forward 
and pressed his forehead to the window. 

Oscar could see his frown reflected in the glass. 

“There’s been the same three guys walking back and 
forth in front of the hotel over the past several minutes. 
Well, four, actually, but this one guy isn’t with the first 


three, I don’t think. He looks like he’d eat the others for 
breakfast, and he’s been standing at the bus stop watching 
them. Watching me, too, I think. I can’t tell without staring 
at him, and I would rather he not know I’m on to him.” 

“Maybe you shouldn’t be scowling down at him.” Oscar 
suggested. He moved over to the edge of the window, 
beside the thick drapes. 

“Careful, don’t let him see you.” 

Oscar fought against rolling his eyes. He wasn’t 
stupid. Instead, he concentrated on being extra cautious as 
he peeked past the material to the street below. His 
stomach warmed up and did a swirly, dipping type of thing 
that made him feel dizzy. “Oh fuck,” he mumbled. 

“Oscar Ray Travis!” Henry snapped. “Watch your 
mouth! You may be an adult but you are still my baby boy!” 

Oscar gave up the fight and rolled his eyes. “Yeah. I 
know. It’d be nice to be treated like a man, though.” 

Henry stepped back and away from the window before 
he touched Oscar’s shoulder. Oscar looked at his dad and 
knew he was about to get a well-deserved lecture. 

“Being a man doesn’t mean you have to use bad 
language so much.” Henry frowned at him. “Don’t think I 
haven’t heard you. You’ve got a worse mouth than your 
brothers.” 

“But not Jenny,” Oscar pointed out. 

Oscar’s sister could out-cuss any sailor, he’d bet his 
left nut on it. Well, maybe not his left nut, but still. And that 
wasn’t the point, and his dad was giving him The Look, the 
one parents all seemed to give their kids that made those 


kids realise what ungrateful, mouthy little shits...brats they 
were. 

“Sorry.” Oscar lowered his eyelids partially and 
sneaked another glance at the bus stop. Then he pushed 
the curtain aside. “I am, Dad, okay? I know I have an 
attitude problem, chip on my shoulder, whatever, and I'll 
work on it. Are you sure the guy on the bench was checking 
up here?” Oscar couldn’t see Josiah, and he wanted to. He 
wanted to go find Josiah and ask him why the hell he was 
hanging around outside, and how he’d found Oscar. 

He’s a shifter, idiot. For all I know, he followed me here 
last night. Or he could have a very accurate sense of smell, 
like mine. It wouldn’t have been hard for him to hunt me 
down later, after I left. But Dad said there were other guys, 
too. Did some of those other guys from the club find me? 
Why would they bother? I’m not worth so much trouble. 

“1 saw him do it more than once.” Henry stepped 
back up to the window and didn’t even try to pretend he 
wasn’t looking for Josiah. “Where’d he go?” Henry bumped 
his nose on the glass as he turned his head. “I don’t see any 
of them. Maybe I was wrong. No, no, I know I saw the big 
guy watching this window. Watching me.” 

Oscar hated his conscience sometimes, like now, when 
it was slapping him around. He wanted to be treated like an 
adult, he was a man, blah blah blah, and here he was afraid 
to tell his dad about Josiah. And why was he still feeling all 
warm and tingly? 

God, I sound like a chick in a romance flick. It was 
ridiculous. Yet Oscar couldn’t help but move closer to the 


window. He scanned the street again as he started talking, 
hesitantly explaining how he knew Josiah, and gradually a 
sense of relief filled him. Maybe his dad could help him 
make sense of the weird feelings fluttering around inside 
him. 


Chapter Five 


It hadn’t been hard at all to follow Oscar last night. 
The leopard had had enough of a head start that Josiah 
hadn’t worried about being spotted, but he’d still been 
careful. And once he’d seen Oscar go into the hotel, Josiah 
had waited for a while before going inside and following 
the scent of the sexy man right up to his room. He’d 
freaked a bit at first when he’d detected another man there 
as well, but the similarity in their scents quickly cut 
through his stupid jealousy and Josiah was ninety-nine per 
cent sure whoever was in there with Oscar was a family 
member. 

If not, Josiah would run the fucker off. Oscar was his, 
and vice versa. Besides, if the mate bond worked with snow 
leopards like it did for all the other shifters Josiah knew, 
Oscar wouldn’t be able to fuck around with anyone else. 
He’d be repulsed to the point of being physically ill, or so 
Josiah had heard. He had only been around happily mated 
couples. As far as he knew, those were the only kind that 
existed, so how would anyone know what happened in 
situations where one shifter tried to have sex with someone 
other than their mate?The mate bond had to apply to Oscar, 
because otherwise Josiah figured he was up shit creek. 

He hadn’t been able to sleep much for fear Oscar 
would check out of the hotel. Josiah would have hunted him 


down all over again, but it would have been a pain in the 
butt and taken up time he didn’t want to waste. So instead, 
he’d given up on sleep after a few hours then showered 
again and driven over to the hotel. The Marriot had a nice 
parking garage and it was secure enough for Josiah to feel 
comfortable leaving his new truck in there while he stalked 
Oscar...like Oscar had accused him of doing, or wanting to 
do. Yeah, Oscar was a pretty damn smart guy. He’d keep 
Josiah on his toes. 

What he couldn’t figure out was why there were three 
cougar shifters watching the place, too. He didn’t know the 
guys, but he did have a few cougar friends and he’d 
thumbed off a text to them asking if they recognised the 
men. The picture he’d snapped was kind of blurry, but even 
so, Cecilia had texted back that she thought they were the 
Tavares’ brothers. 

That wasn’t exactly helpful, but at least Josiah had a 
place to start, sort of. Shortly thereafter he’d felt it, 
someone watching him, and when he’d looked up to the 
third-storey window where he knew Oscar’s room was, he’d 
caught an older man watching him. The way the guy had 
studiously averted his face away from Josiah convinced him 
he’d been the object of unwanted attention. Josiah played 
the peek-but-don’t-get-caught game with the man for a 
while before his skin had pebbled with an awareness that 
made his nerves ping and his cock pump to aching 
hardness. 

Oscar was up there, at the window right now. Josiah 
didn’t glance his way, he didn’t need to in order to know he 


was right. Instead, Josiah concentrated on the cougars, 
until suddenly one of them zeroed in on him. 

Not the sharpest guys ever. Took them long enough to 
realise I’ve been watching them for a while now. 

The biggest of the three, who also appeared to be a 
little older than the other two, glanced up at the window 
before turning back towards Josiah and smirking. 

Josiah was up off the bench before he knew it. He 
didn’t like the man’s expression, not at all. The older 
cougar took a step forward only to stop when the other two 
grabbed his arms and pulled. They said something to him, 
whispering in such low tones Josiah could just make out the 
‘please, not now!’ right before the cougars turned and 
strolled off. 

Strolled, because that one, the smirking bastard, 
pointed at Josiah then up at the room where Oscar was. 
And it unsettled him. He didn’t know what the hell was 
going on. Should he chase after the cougars? Were they 
really a threat? One thing was for sure, the cougars knew 
Oscar was up in that room, or the other man was up there, 
or both of them. And they knew Josiah was watching. 
Waiting. But did they know why? He was certain they 
weren’t watching him. They’d been so intent on spying on 
Oscar’s room they hadn’t noticed him for a long time. 

So what did they want with Oscar, or whoever Oscar 
was with? Josiah cursed and watched the cougars turn the 
corner. He took a step forward but stopped instead of 
proceeding. Did he dare leave now? What if there were 


others here, watching, waiting for Josiah to slip up in his 
vigilance? 

“What the fuck is going on?” Josiah snarled and 
pivoted around, nearly elbowing a man who spun out of the 
way. 

“Watch it, asshole!” 

“Sorry,” Josiah muttered, but the stranger just flipped 
him off and went on his way. Josiah kind of wished he’d 
knocked him on his ass instead of trying to avoid a 
collision. Why was he even bothering to waste his time 
being pissed about it? Josiah shoved his irritation aside 
because he had a more pressing need. 

In a matter of seconds, Josiah was inside the hotel 
lobby. As was the case last night, the front desk attendants 
were busy, either on the phone or with customers. Even if 
they hadn’t been, Josiah wouldn’t have worried much about 
one of them stopping him. He knew the trick to fitting in 
was just to act like you did. He strolled over to the elevator 
and waited with the other people until the car arrived. 

Inside he poked the button for the third floor. Josiah 
studied the floor as the damned elevator took off. Every 
jostle made his heart feel like it was just about stop. Josiah 
hated heights, and he hated elevators twice as much. 

When the doors opened, he thought he did good to not 
run over everyone trying to get out. As soon as he was free 
of the hellacious contraption, he wiped the sweat off his 
forehead and from above his top lip. He ran a hand over his 
hair and made sure his shirt was tucked in, wanting to 
appear as presentable and non-threatening as possible. 


He wished he had a breath mint. 

Stop stalling. 

Josiah straightened his shoulders and steadily walked 
to room the last room down on the left. He made sure not 
to make a sound, knowing how accurate his own hearing 
was and figuring Oscar’s might very well be just as acute. 
At the door, he listened for a moment, heard the soft 
sounds of Oscar’s voice and another man’s. Before he could 
give in to the temptation to eavesdrop, Josiah knocked on 
the door. 

“Tve got it, Dad!” Josiah heard, and he almost laughed 
with relief. 

“Oscar, don’t you open that door!” a deeper voice 
boomed. 

Josiah thought it prudent to move back a little bit in 
case Oscar’s dad opened the door. 

What sounded like a scuffle ensued, with Oscar 
squealing, “But it’s him! Don’t—” 

The door was jerked open and Josiah was confronted 
by the older man he’d seen earlier. And he didn’t look very 
happy. 

“Are you stalking my son?” 

Doesn’t sound happy, either. Shit! 

Josiah wanted to look at Oscar but felt it’d be 
disrespectful, like turning away from his own father when 
he was supposed to be accounting for his behaviour. The 
fact that his father was also alpha of their pack made it 
really hard to hold his gaze at such times, but to avert his 


eyes, as if trying to hide, was something Josiah and his 
brothers knew better than to do. 

“Yes, sir,” Josiah said, because he also knew better 
than to lie unless he absolutely had to. Being anything but 
honest with the man who was going to be his father-in-law 
would have been about the dumbest thing Josiah could 
have done. 

Lying to Oscar, however, hadn’t been much smarter of 
him. 

Oscar pushed until he could glare at Josiah from 
beside his father. “You said you wouldn’t stalk me!” 

As much as Josiah wanted to talk to Oscar, he couldn’t 
slight Oscar’s father. That’d be like snubbing his own alpha 
—who happened to be his dad. It just wasn’t done, not 
without serious repercussions. Josiah held out his hand. 
“Josiah Elias Baker, sir, son of Jodiah Baker, alpha of the 
San Antonio wolf pack.” 

Oscar’s father gave him an odd glance, like he wasn’t 
too sure what to make of Josiah, but he shook his hand. 
“So. You’re an actual werewolf.” 

Oscar snickered and Josiah risked shooting him a cool 
look. “We prefer shifters, but yeah, since you’re Oscar’s 
dad, I’ll be whatever you want to call me.” 

“My name is Henry Travis, and...” Henry’s eyes were 
wide and he reached for Oscar. “You tracked Oscar down, 
like his mom did me, didn’t you?” 

“Mom tracked you down?” Oscar asked. “I thought you 
two met and it was love at first sight and all that.” 


Henry’s cheeks darkened as he stepped back, pulling 
Oscar along with him. “Come in, come in and tell me what’s 
going on here. And no, Oscar, it wasn’t quite like that. Your 
mom is a shifter and I’m not. I was just a college kid with 
his nose always stuck in a book. I didn’t notice anything 
around me unless it beat me over the head. Your mom said 
she saw me and knew I was going to be hers. She wasn’t 
sure how to go about it at first, since she’d always been a 
good girl up until she jumped my bones.” 

Oscar coughed and scrunched up his nose. “TMI, 
Dad.” 

Henry shrugged. “But it’s true. She followed me for 
days. I was a bit slow catching on, kept feeling itchy 
between the shoulder blades, like someone was watching 
me. I saw your mom and thought, no way is that beautiful 
woman eyeing me. Then she looked right at me, and it was 
love at first sight, if you will. Pretty much like what 
happened with your mom’s folks.” 

“Or like Lyndon and Levi,” 
Josiah. 

Josiah nodded at them both. “Yeah, that’s what 
happens when you and your mate find each other. Not 
everyone finds theirs. Who knows what happens, maybe 
someone’s mate dies before they meet or something, I’ve 
never thought much about it. Wasn’t sure it’d happen for 
me, being gay and all.” He’d heard stories, but none of his 
gay friends had found their mates, so Josiah had thought 
the rumours of gay mates was just that—rumours. 


Oscar said, frowning at 


Apparently not, and he couldn’t wait to take Oscar to meet 
his family. 

Although, that’d mean Josiah would have to leave the 
pack. A mated alpha, which was what he’d be, wasn’t 
allowed to stay in another pack’s territory. Understandable, 
considering their tendency to butt heads, but it would still 
suck to have to leave his family behind. 

Oscar’s expression shifted, anger pinching his 
features. “Is there a problem with you being gay in your 
pack? Because that is just fu—” Oscar glanced at his dad 
and sighed. “It’s messed up. We don’t have a pack, just my 
family, but they’re pretty awesome and no one cares who 
loves whom or whatever, just as long as we’re happy and 
loved in return.” 

“It’s not a problem.” Josiah stared, ready to explain the 
whole thing about not knowing there were gay mates, but 
he shut up when Henry grabbed Oscar and gave him a hug 
that made Josiah’s ribs ache. His eyes ached, too, burning 
while he fought against tears from watching the strong 
bond of love between father and son. 

“That’s always been what matters to us, Oz,” Henry 
said, holding Oscar. “I know sometimes you feel different 
from the rest of us. But this—’Henry lifted Oscar’s right 
hand and touched the tips of his fingers—“these don’t make 
you any less one of us. You know we love you, and after 
what you did for Lyndon, for all of us, we know what an 
incredible, strong young man you’ve grown up to be.” 

Josiah was trying to keep up with everything Henry 
was saying, but some of it didn’t make sense. He noticed 


for the first time that Oscar’s index and middle fingers 
were shorter than they should be. He pushed up the left 
sleeve of his T-shirt and peered at the wounds there. He’d 
thought Oscar had just purposely not gouged him with all 
his claws, but now he realised he wasn’t as damaged on the 
left arm as he was on the right. 

“It’s not just these,” Oscar said, wiggling his fingers. “I 
don’t look like any of you. Even Jenny is bigger and more 
muscular. She looks more like a man than I do—and don’t 
tell her that, she will kick my ass.” 

Henry snorted and seemed to finally remember Josiah 
was there. “Jenny’s my only daughter. Sorry, I know this 
must be awkward for you, but if what you say is true—and I 
rather think it is, having fell for Oscar’s mom like a ton of 
bricks—then you'll be needing to know all about us anyway. 
You won’t be going anywhere without Oscar, not for long at 
least.” 

“Don’t I get any say in this whole mate business?” 
Oscar snapped. He glared at his dad first before focusing 
his attention on Josiah. “Is this beyond my control? My 
hormones are deciding who I am gonna be with and screw 
what my brain says? Or my cat decides, which is fucked up 
—sorry, Dad—considering it’s the human who gets...er...” 
Oscar turned beet red and made a choked sound. 

Josiah’s breath shot from his lungs like he’d been 
kicked in the diaphragm. It hadn’t occurred to him that his 
mate wouldn’t want to accept the bond, not really. He’d 
been prepared for some resistance from Oscar, at least 
until he explained how things were if he needed to, but 


what he was seeing, smelling, and feeling coming from 
Oscar? None of those things were tinged with any 
happiness at all over having found his mate. 

Josiah was fucked, in more ways than one. He 
wondered if Oscar were to be made aware of the slowly 
increasing emotional bond between them—the one that 
would allow them to feel each other’s thoughts, each 
other’s needs and desires—would Oscar even try to be 
happy about having Josiah in his life? 

And was Oscar going to hate him for a bond that 
neither of them would be able to resist? 


Chapter Six 


It was the weirdest sensation. Oscar could almost feel 
another presence in his head. It was fucking scary as hell. 
Oscar stumbled back, swatting away his father’s hands and 
scowling at Josiah. “Why am I feeling stuff that’s not me? 
What’re you doing to me?” 

Josiah had this sick expression on his face, kind of a 
mix of hurt and misery and hope, and Oscar couldn’t deal 
with it. Yes, Josiah appealed to him on every level, except 
for the whole not-Oscar’s-decision part. Yet as freaked out 
as he was, as angry as he was at having a man chosen for 
him by fate or destiny or whatever bitch or asshole decided 
such things, Oscar still wanted him. Still wanted to touch 
him, to fuck him, and—scariest yet—to build a life with him. 

And why was he certain Josiah was in his head? 

“Stop it!” Oscar shouted, holding his head in his 
hands. 

There were secrets in there, nightmares and things 
he’d done, like killing a man, that he didn’t want to share. 
Things he feared would make Josiah walk if not run away 
from him. But wasn’t that what he wanted, too? Wasn’t he 
pissed off about this whole mate shit? 

“What’s wrong?” Henry ran over to him, but Josiah 
hung back, his face clearly conveying his misery. 


Oscar wished he could help him, but he was afraid of 
shattering into a million pieces right now. 

“Josiah! What’s he talking about?” Henry asked. 

Josiah shook his head but answered. “It’s the mate 
bond. It’s not just physical, at least not for us. There’s 
usually some level of what you might call telepathy. 
Sometimes it’s nothing more than a feeling that your mate 
needs or wants something, a nudge or whatever. Or the 
mental bond can be strong.” Josiah turned his focus back 
on Oscar. “I’m sorry, I can’t control it. Apparently, it is 
possible for one of the mates to feel it’s invasive instead of 
something that binds them closer together.” 

Oscar couldn’t stand the sadness and pain he was 
feeling from Josiah, but before he could stop him, Josiah 
was opening the door. 

“There were three cougar shifters watching y’all’s 
place from outside. They left when they figured out I was 
there doing the same. Sorry. I’m sorry, Oscar, Henry. I’ll—” 
Josiah stepped through the door and didn’t even glance 
back. “Pl check with my father, see if he knows a way to 
stop this, since it isn’t what Oscar wants.” 

Then he was gone, and the shutting of the door was 
like a knife piercing Oscar’s heart. He groaned as pain 
splintered his chest. Jesus Christ, what had he just done? 

“What did I do? I think I just fucked up big-time.” 

Henry took his arm and guided him to the edge of the 
bed. “Maybe,” he admitted. “Or you might be able to fix it. I 
think Josiah will understand once he gets away. There could 
be a chance that some space between the two of you will 


lessen the mental bond thing. Keep you both from feeling 
inundated with each other’s emotions and thoughts. I’d 
always wondered.” 

Oscar latched on to his dad’s musing. Anything but 
thinking about his own mess. “Always wondered what?” 

Henry huffed and sat beside him on the bed. “I always 
wondered how come your mom and I are so attuned to one 
another. You hear about couples finishing each other’s 
sentences and stuff after years of being together, but we 
could do that in a matter of days once we got together. It’s 
like he said. We can pick up on each other’s moods and 
thoughts like this.” Henry snapped his fingers. “Sometimes 
it’s a good thing, sometimes it can suck, let me tell you. At 
least with another man you won’t have to deal with some of 
the hormonal mood swings women have.” 

“Dad!” Oscar shrieked, horrified at the depth of 
intimacy the conversation was sinking to. “I don’t want to 
know that stuff! Oh my god!” 

“Sorry,” Henry said, having the decency to appear 
abashed. “Your mother would kick my butt for saying such 
a thing. Besides which, men have their own issues, like our 
ego to name just one. My point is, though, I wouldn’t trade 
it for the world, Oz.” 

Oscar knew how strong his parent’s love was, and 
yeah, he wanted that too, but still. What was he fighting 
for? He didn’t know until he said it. “It just feels like I’m 
being bullied by fate or whatever, being forced to do 
something I don’t have a choice in.” It was a familiar 
feeling, not that he’d tell Henry so. He hadn’t told his 


parents about the bullying he’d endured at school, mainly 
because he hadn’t wanted them to be frustrated when 
nothing changed. Oscar wasn’t the only bullied kid, and 
he’d seen how fruitless it was to have parents involved. 

Henry cupped Oscar’s chin and forced him to meet his 
gaze. “But what if you’re being given a gift, Oz? You’re 
being saved heartaches and mental anguish, years of being 
lonely, of searching and hoping to find the right person? 
Why don’t you try to see it like this instead?” 

Oscar closed his eyes and flopped back on the bed. 
“Because I’m an asshole!” 

“I wouldn’t go that far,” Henry teased, but he didn’t 
lecture Oscar on his language. It wasn’t the first time he’d 
let it pass since Josiah had showed up. Must mean I really 
am being a douche. 

Oscar opened his eyes and tried to organise his 
thoughts. They were all his own now, no presence of Josiah, 
no lingering disappointment or waves of desire, nothing 
that wasn’t his own emotions. And he felt empty, which was 
stupid, considering he’d had all his own thoughts and shit 
up until about fifteen minutes ago, and even then he’d only 
shared for a few minutes. So why the hell did he suddenly 
feel so bereft? 

“You’re young still, and I don’t think you’ve had a 
boyfriend.” His dad looked at him and Oscar just wanted to 
die on the spot. 

“No,” he croaked out and promptly jumped up off the 
bed. “I gotta—do something,” he said as he waved towards 
the bathroom. 


Great, now he’s gonna think I’m announcing my shits 
or something! 

“Argh!” Oscar ran into the bathroom and slammed the 
door. Could he possibly be any more of a dork? 

“Son, I’m not trying to tell you how to live your life.” 
Which meant Henry was doing just that, Oscar wanted to 
snipe. “But you might consider hurrying up in there and 
showering after, then finding Josiah before his scent grows 
cold. Oh!” 

Yeah, oh. 

No doubt his dad just had the same thought he’d had. 
“He probably drove here.” Man, he’d really screwed up. 
Maybe he could find Josiah at the club tonight, or—and 
here was a thought—he could Google the guy, right? Josiah 
Elias Baker. And his dad’s name is Jodiah. Someone sure 
likes those ia’s together. 

He heard the hotel room door shutting and hurried out 
of the bathroom. His dad was gone, and Oscar thought he 
knew why, if not where. His cell phone was lighting up, too. 
Oscar picked up his phone and read the message from his 
dad. Gonna see if I can catch him before he gets away. 

Oscar snorted. The message made it sound like Josiah 
was an escaped convict or something. He wished he had 
more time to think about everything, but there was a 
clawing sensation in his gut, as if his cat was threatening to 
come out all on its own. Not possible, he knew, but it sure 
was his leopard’s way of letting him know he’d fucked up. 

He plucked up the first clean shirt he found and put it 
on. Next he snagged a pair of his dad’s socks and finally got 


his shoes on. As he dressed, he thought about what his dad 
had said. Was having your mate handed to you the ultimate 
gift? What was he missing out on by finding the guy he was 
meant to spend his life with? Anonymous fucking? Maybe 
picking up an STD if he got drunk and stupid, or worse? 
Bullying, broken hearts, a lifetime of loneliness? 

Why the hell was he pissed about Josiah being his 
mate again? 

Oh yeah. ‘Cos he was a dumbass. 

Oscar smacked his forehead to emphasise his stupidity. 
He grabbed his wallet and started for the door. He was in 
such a hurry he wasn’t paying attention to anything else, 
which was why, when he opened the door and slammed into 
Josiah—because, of course, he was looking over his 
shoulder like a twit—he screeched like a damned wuss. 

“Jesus fucking Christ!” Oscar babbled, slapping a hand 
to his chest as he goggled at Josiah. “What—why are you 
here?” He snapped his mouth shut before he could say 
anything else rude. Well, wouldn’t Josiah know he didn’t 
mean it in a bad way? Surely he’d be poking around inside 
Oscar’s head? 

But he didn’t feel anything from Josiah, so maybe he’d 
already found a way to break the mate-bond thing? 

“I’m trying not to intrude,” Josiah gritted out, “so if 
you’d quit trying to get in my head, I’d appreciate it.” 

And if that didn’t suck the air right out of Oscar’s 
lungs, Josiah held Oscar away from him as if he were 
distasteful. “Besides, I’m here because those cougars 
grabbed your dad.” 


Oscar froze and every muscle locked up as he went 
frigid inside. “What do you mean, they grabbed my dad? 
Why the fuck didn’t you stop them?” 

The restraint Josiah had been using to keep from 
flooding Oscar with his emotions snapped, and the remorse 
from Josiah almost floored Oscar. Would have, had Josiah 
not been holding him up with one hand around his upper 
arm. 

“Because I didn’t know! I didn’t see until they were 
driving off!” Josiah snarled. “I was almost to my truck in 
the parking garage when I heard a shout. Turned around 
and saw the cougars and realised they were throwing 
someone in their vehicle. Then I saw your dad, and he 
nailed one of them, but they still hauled him into their van 
and took off before I could do more than holler at them.” 
He shook his head when Oscar opened his mouth. “And 
before you ask, I couldn’t chase them. Someone let the air 
out of all of my tyres. Probably the spare, too, and I bet I 
know who.” 

“I bet I know who, too.” Oscar swallowed down the 
knot of fear clogging his throat. “I just don’t know why.” 
Oscar started to shove past Josiah only to stop when the 
bigger man grabbed his arm. “I don’t know, but we have to 
find my dad!” 

“Yes, we do, and I’m guessing the cops are out.” 

Oscar fairly spat out, “Of course they’re out! This is 
shifter business! Did you get their licence plate?” 

Josiah shook his head. “No, they had the edges rolled, 
sort of. Do you have a laptop handy?” 


“I don’t.” Oscar jerked free and stormed back towards 
the table. He crossed his arms over his chest and glared. “I 
didn’t bring it, but I have an iPhone. Same thing. I don’t 
know where to start looking first, though!” And he was 
scared, very scared for his dad. Oscar hadn’t even asked 
him about last night, where he’d been or who he’d talked to 
about finding Cole Tavares. Now he wanted to kick himself 
for being such a self-centred shit. 

“I don’t even know where he went last night,” Oscar 
admitted. “He didn’t seem to recognise the cougars out 
front earlier.” 

Josiah didn’t appear too sure of Oscar’s truthfulness 
there, so Oscar tried to open his mind up or push the truth 
to the surface, he didn’t know what, he just wanted Josiah 
to believe him. 

Josiah scowled and let him go. “So you don’t know why 
Cole Tavares’ sons would be after your dad?” 

Oscar’s blood iced in his veins. “Tavares? You’re sure?” 

Josiah sighed and pulled out his phone. “I took this 
picture earlier. Meant to show it to you and Henry, but 
things went downhill before I got that far. Anyway, I sent it 
to the cougar friends I have and one of them thought they 
were some of Tavares’ sons. Apparently he has a lot of 
them.” 

“No shit,” Oscar muttered as he stared at the blurry 
picture. From what he could tell, the guys resembled 
Lyndon. “They sure could be Lyndon’s brothers. Or half- 
brothers, rather.” 

“And who is Lyndon?” Josiah prodded. 


Oscar gave Josiah a brief rundown on his family, and 
Lyndon, his brother Levi’s partner. He couldn’t figure out 
how not to mention Albert, but he did imagine erecting 
walls around his brain before he talked about it. Judging by 
the way Josiah physically withdrew, leaving Oscar standing 
alone as if he’d shoved Josiah away, the attempt at a mental 
block worked. 

Well, he had rejected Josiah in more ways than one, 
hadn’t he? But it was a lot to take in, and Oscar really 
didn’t want to talk about Albert or risk exposing Josiah to 
the darkness he feared was inside him. He should have 
known he wouldn’t be able to get out of delving into the 
hellish memories from a few months ago. 

“Oscar,” Josiah began only to stop and tip his head up, 
as if searching for guidance from the ceiling or something. 
“I just want to help you, okay? I have to. I can’t walk away 
and leave my mate in trouble. You don’t want me, I get it. 
Pll try not to touch you, mentally, physically, whatever. But 
please, let me help.” 

Oscar felt like a first-rate shit. He sighed and faced 
Josiah, who was still averting his gaze. Big, muscular, 
broad-jawed and practically walking testosterone, Josiah 
was appealing to him on every level. And personality-wise, 
the wolf shifter seemed pretty amazing, too. Oscar called 
himself names sometimes, but he really didn’t think he was 
all that dumb. He surely wasn’t stupid enough to throw 
away something...someone who could be everything he’d 
ever wanted, who’d love him and touch him. 


“Josiah.” Oscar waited until Josiah looked at him. 
Oscar held out his hand. “Come here, please. We need to 
work out a plan to find my dad, I can’t let anything happen 
to him, and...” And he wanted Josiah to take his hand, damn 
it! 

Josiah whipped his head down so fast, Oscar was 
surprised he didn’t snap his fool neck. The slight smile 
teasing at the corners of his lips set off all sorts of 
inappropriate—for the time being—sensations in Oscar’s 
groin. 

Oscar was afraid to hope, though, even when Josiah 
took his hand and his warmth flowed into Oscar like a wave 
of reassurance he hadn’t known he needed. But would 
Josiah still want him when he found out Oscar had killed 
someone, and would do it again? Would he find the 
darkness Oscar feared was dwelling inside him? Could he 
keep that part, those thoughts and memories blocked off, at 
least for a little while, until he could figure out if he wanted 
to give this thing with Josiah a shot? 

He didn’t know, but he was beginning to accept that he 
had to try. 


Chapter Seven 


Josiah let Oscar do the searching since his fingers and 
the iPhone were just not compatible. His phone was 
probably a technological dinosaur. It had an actual 
keyboard, with decent sized buttons. If they ever stopped 
making phones like that, he was going to be screwed. 

Once he’d called Cecelia and got what info from her he 
could, which was just the names of the three guys he’d 
snapped the pic of earlier, Josiah shared the names with 
Oscar. “Clark, Chris, and Devon,” Josiah told him. “Wonder 
why Devon got shorted out of a C-name.” 

Oscar began tapping away at his phone. “Who knows. 
Maybe his mother was pissed because he was a difficult 
birth or something.” 

“At least he still got the same number of letters.” 

Oscar stopped messing with his phone and looked up 
at him with a heap of astonishment. “Seriously?” His lips 
moved and he wiggled each finger on his right hand as if he 
was counting. “Geez. You’re right, but why you noticed is 
beyond me.” 

Josiah refused to be embarrassed. “It’s a quirk I have, 
and not a reliable one. Sometimes I doubt I’d notice my ass 
if it fell off and grabbed my ankles.” 

Oscar’s lips twitched and he went back to hunting 
down info on the Tavares’ brothers. Josiah got up and 


wandered over to the window. He looked down at the 
people strolling or hurrying along the sidewalk; at the 
traffic on the street. Such a busy part of town, and yet 
Henry had been grabbed without anyone doing a thing to 
stop it. Granted, no one else might have seen, considering 
where it occurred, but... 

Josiah sighed and tried to decide which of his brothers 
to call. Heath was the least likely to give him shit over 
having to ask for help. Or he could just call an auto service. 
It’d cost an arm and a leg, but it’d almost be worth it. 

Of course, he had someone other than himself to think 
of now. Oscar was more important, even if it seemed odd to 
think so. Eventually he and Josiah would be each other’s 
world. 

Yeah, we'll be our very own chick flick. 

Yet as much as Josiah tried to play it off as corny, he 
yearned for that closeness. 

“Bingo,” Oscar muttered. 

Josiah turned from the window then jerked his head 
back around because something caught his eye. “Oscar!” 

“What?” Oscar snapped. “I’ve narrowed down the 
hotels the Tavares brothers must be staying in to four 
choices. It shouldn’t take us long to sniff out which place 
they’re at, unless they’ve left for good. If they have, we’ll 
figure out another way to find them.” 

Josiah watched for a few more seconds, making sure 
he didn’t speak too soon. Once he was sure, he practically 
ran to Oscar and lifted him from his seat. 

“What the fuck are you doing? Put me down!” 


“They’re here,” Josiah explained, already at the door 
before he let him go. 

“What are you talking about?” Oscar demanded, but 
he was pushing past Josiah into the hallway. “And where is 
here?” He glared up and down the hall. 

Josiah grabbed his hand and started running, afraid 
that he was wrong after all. There was more than one blue 
van in this city. Or maybe they’d leave. Were they dumping 
off a body? It’d be really stupid to do so in this area, but the 
world had plenty of idiotic criminals. Maybe he should have 
checked it out first before saying anything to Oscar. 
“Parking garage.” 

Oscar nudged past him again and Josiah huffed as he 
put more muscle into his stride. 

“Let me go first, Oscar, in case it’s a trap.” 

He really needed to remember how quick and short- 
tempered his mate was. Once Josiah could breathe again 
and was relatively sure his ribs hadn’t been cracked by 
Oscar’s bony elbow, he caught up with him. Probably only 
because he actually stopped and waited by the stairwell. 

Oscar flicked him a glance, and a quick flash of guilt 
dashed over his face before he turned away and pulled the 
door open. “Are you okay?” 

“Yeah,” Josiah muttered as he rubbed his ribs. He still 
thought it was bullshit, getting elbowed for wanting to 
protect Oscar. 

Oscar spared him another quick look. “Yeah, well 
maybe I want to protect you, too. Who says you get to be 
the boss or whatever? Just because you’re bigger doesn’t 


mean you’re in charge of everything.” He headed down the 
stairs. 

Well, he guessed the mental bond was still there. 
Oscar had picked up on his pouting in no time. And Oscar 
did have a point, even if Josiah didn’t like it. Obviously, 
their protective instincts could be problematic in the 
future. 

He wondered how that was going to play out in bed, 
two strong personalities, each of them wanting to be the 
boss. If he hadn’t been running down the stairs he’d have 
shivered and sighed like a lovesick teenager. 

“Stop it,” Oscar said breathlessly. He pulled open the 
door leading directly to the parking garage and stopped. 
“Shit! Which floor?” 

Josiah growled at his stupidity. He hadn’t thought that 
far ahead. On the other hand—“We are shifters, and even in 
human form our senses are usually at least a little sharper 
than the average person’s.” 

Oscar opened his mouth to say something Josiah 
expected to be a tad snarky, but quickly shut it as he just 
about unhinged his head whipping it around. “Listen.” 

Josiah heard them, voices too low for a human ear to 
pick up at this distance. The concrete walls of the parking 
garage helped the sound carry, though, and he recognised 
one of the voices, the one that sounded like it was scolding 
the hell out of someone even while trying to keep it quiet. 

“Dad!” 

Oscar didn’t bother being quiet and neither did Josiah. 
They ran across the bottom floor of the parking garage and 


on up the ramp to the second level. There on the right was 
the van. Josiah processed the scene before him in a 
heartbeat and surged forward, catching hold of Oscar and 
all but wrapping himself around him. 

“What the fuck!” Oscar tried to twist around and kick 
him, and there was nothing Josiah could do to stop them 
from falling. He could, however, make sure it was his body 
that slammed into the concrete first. 

“Unnph!” Josiah wasn’t the only one whose breath was 
knocked from his lungs. Oscar gasped and was so still 
afterwards it scared Josiah right out of being stunned by 
the fall. 

“Oscar?” He manoeuvred around until he could see 
Oscar’s face. With his eyes closed, his lips tight and his 
cheeks flushed, Oscar looked incredibly sexy...and very 
angry. Oscar inhaled sharply and he started to shake and 
Josiah wanted him so badly in that moment that he very 
nearly forgot they had an audience. Would have, probably, 
had Henry not spoken. 

“What a way to impress Lyndon’s brothers.” 

Josiah felt Oscar’s anger blow into his head a split 
second before Oscar went off, and all he could do was hang 
on for the ride. 


Chapter Eight 


Stunned didn’t begin to describe how Oscar felt when 
Josiah, the big oaf, had tackled him. Furious at first, Josiah 
had still twisted and taken the worst of the fall, which was 
kind of sweet. It was not, Oscar reassured himself, because 
Josiah thought he was a wuss, either. Josiah wanted to 
protect him, much like Oscar would have protected him. 
Well, he might not have been so thoughtful. Oscar knew his 
temper could get in the way of him being rational. 

He’d been struggling with just that, trying to battle 
back his insecurities over being cosseted during the fall, 
and over being pissed by Josiah tackling him in the first 
place. Oscar had been so mad, even when he’d realised his 
dad wasn’t in any danger. If Josiah hadn’t grabbed him, 
what would he have done? The fear that he’d have lost it, 
done something violent, terrified him. He didn’t want to go 
there, into the dark place he hoped to keep from Josiah. 
Oscar tried to centre himself but his dad spoke and Oscar 
got mad all over again. 

“Lyndon’s brothers?” he snarled, while Josiah tried to 
hold onto him. Oscar made a concentrated effort not to hurt 
him. Josiah wasn’t the cause of the red haze tinting his 
vision. That particular thing was the fault of the three 
assholes sitting in or leaning against the car. “Like I give a 
flying fuck about them!” 


Henry narrowed his eyes and pointed at Oscar. “Oscar, 
watch your mouth and try to calm down.” 

“No!” He wasn’t going to listen to a lecture on his 
language or his temper, especially not in front of the men 
who’d abducted his dad. “They grabbed you and kidnapped 
you!” Even if they had brought him back. Unharmed, or so 
Henry appeared. It still didn’t douse Oscar’s anger at all. 

One of them, the smaller of the three, got out of the 
front seat and actually dared to begin walking over, one 
hand extended out as if to—what? Oscar thought. What the 
hell was one damned hand supposed to do? 

“Don’t,” Josiah rumbled, and Oscar wasn’t sure if it 
was meant for him or the other guy, who stopped walking. 
Oscar decided it wasn’t meant for him, and he’d had 
enough of being on the damn ground, or on Josiah, at least 
like this. 

Oscar pushed and wiggled, but he refused to throw an 
elbow or kick, and Josiah refused to let him go. He did 
make it to his feet, but Josiah was nearly a second skin at 
that point. Josiah whispered, a bare hint of sound, soft 
words and reassurances that soothed him. He wasn’t sure if 
they were actually spoken. For all he knew he was hearing 
it all through the buzzing of anger in his head. 

It was the weirdest thing. Josiah’s calmness seemed to 
seep right into Oscar through the layers of clothes and 
where Josiah’s arms rested around his. In fact, the skin-to- 
skin contact points felt tingly, almost like a faint brush of 
electricity over him, and even as Oscar tried to hang on to 
his almost mindless fury, it began to leach from him. He 


didn’t exactly get a warm and fuzzy ‘love everyone’ vibe in 
return, but he didn’t feel like he was quickly losing his 
ability to reason. It was such a relief. He sagged back 
against Josiah in gratitude. Oscar knew good and well he 
hadn’t calmed himself down, and he honestly hadn’t 
realised how much fear was driving him to a self-righteous 
fury. 

“Tve got you.” Josiah had definitely said those words, 
breathed them right into Oscar’s ear. 

Oscar could hardly keep his eyes open and he certainly 
couldn’t suppress the shiver that rippled over him. Josiah’s 
hand on his belly seemed to send strength and peace into 
Oscar, and when Josiah began making small circles there 
with the tips of his fingers, the bit of rage remaining 
evaporated. Oscar gave in to a moment of closed eyes and 
steady breaths. 

When he felt composed, he peeked out and found his 
father looking perplexed, but not unhappy. And the three 
morons who’d nabbed him were sending off the scent of 
nervous arousal. 

Oscar gave them a feral grin and mouthed. ‘Mine’ to 
them. And it felt good, really good, to lay claim to Josiah. 

“We get it,” one of the men said, not the same one who 
had approached Oscar a few minutes ago. “You’re not going 
to hitch up your leg and mark your territory next, are you?” 

“That’d be kind of—oooph!” The second man gave the 
smallest one an innocent look. “What, Dev? I was gonna say 
gross.” 


“Right,” Dev sniffed, but he smiled and Oscar was 
actually jealous at how easy the man seemed with himself. 
He gave off an air of confidence one couldn’t miss. 
“Because we all know that you are the epitome of tact and 
aren’t the least bit of a perv, Clark.” 

The one who wasn’t Clark—Oscar strained his brain to 
remember—Chris—clucked his tongue. “I think we have 
things other than Clark’s sexual proclivities to discuss.” He 
smiled, but it didn’t quite reach his eyes. 

Oscar studied the brothers. They seemed close, like 
they cared about each other just as Oscar loved his 
brothers and sister. But Cole Tavares’ had been clear, 
according to Albert, about wanting all but the strongest 
offspring to be killed. He tried to picture the three brothers 
across from him fighting each other to the death but 
couldn’t. 

Yet if their father had his way, wasn’t that what would 
happen? “As far as I’m concerned, you’re all dead—and not 
by my hand or teeth,” he added when his father turned 
greenish, as did the Tavares’ brothers. 

“Your father is Cole Tavares,” Oscar pointed out 
quickly, not wanting Josiah to think he’d just threatened to 
kill three more people. “He’s pitted all of his offspring 
against each other, which means...” Oscar paused and 
visually checked each of the men over as if trying to 
calculate their odds of survival. He snorted. “It probably 
means you three are going to be killed by some bigger and 
definitely smarter sibling.” The Tavares brothers, or at least 
these particular ones, weren’t exactly intimidating. None of 


them were overly muscular, although Devon came closest. 
The other two were just average height and a little on the 
thin side. 

And they obviously weren’t bright, in Oscar’s opinion. 

“First of all, Dad saw you outside watching the place.” 
Oscar put his hand over Josiah’s on his belly. “And so did 
Josiah, didn’t he?” 

None of the brothers nodded. They just stood there 
until Devon wedged himself between Clark and Chris, then 
gave them each a shove. 

“I told them it was a stupid idea,” he mumbled. 

Devon turned to Oscar with such a pleading expression 
Oscar almost wanted to pet him. Maybe the brothers were 
smarter than he thought, or at least skilled manipulators. It 
was next to impossible to imagine them as vicious killers. 

“It’s okay.” Devon gave each of his brothers a big-eyed 
look before trying it on Oscar. “It’s just...they know.” About 
Albert. Devon didn’t say it, but he didn’t have to. The air 
between them was heavy with the implication. 

Something too much like fear coalesced in Oscar’s 
belly. 

Desperate to keep his darkest secret from being 
spilled—even if he knew there was no way Devon or anyone 
but Oscar’s family could know it—Oscar started peppering 
the Tavares’ brothers with questions. “Why are you here? 
And why the fuck did you grab my dad? Why’d you bring 
him back? Is this some kind of a set-up?” 

He would swear Devon had given him a knowing 
glance, but Devon didn’t try to direct the conversation back 


to the point that had made Oscar so uncomfortable. 
Instead, Devon actually seemed to relax as he pointed at 
Henry. 

“Why don’t you ask him how we found out y’all were 
here?” 

Henry actually sputtered before pointing back at 
Devon. “You are a shit. I should have bent you over my 
knee. No doubt your brothers would have cheered me on.” 

“Someone needs to spank all three of them,” Josiah 
grumbled. 

“Someone’s into kinky stuff,” Devon countered with a 
leer he turned on Oscar. “Lucky boy.” 

Oscar wasn’t sure what pissed him off more, Devon’s 
assumption over who would get spanked, or the arousal 
trying to plump his dick up at the idea of being bent over 
Josiah’s lap. What the hell? I’ve never wanted to get hit! 
But even as he thought it, Oscar knew there was a 
difference between an erotic spanking and one dished out 
in anger or as punishment. 

Devon didn’t need to be so familiar, or think such talk 
was permissible. Heaven forbid he manipulate Oscar into 
being friends. Too easy then for Devon to take advantage. 
Oscar glared at the jerk as if he could annihilate him on the 
spot. 

Devon paled slightly and shrugged. 

“What’s going on here?” Henry asked, and Oscar went 
into deflect mode again because he sure wasn’t going to 
tell his dad he was thinking about getting spanked. 


Oscar arched a brow at his dad. “You never did tell me 
where you were last night, but I’m guessing it was 
somewhere very interesting.” 

That set the brothers to snickering and Henry’s cheeks 
to flaming. Oscar felt kind of bad for his dad, so he 
reminded him of his own misadventures at the club. “It 
couldn’t have been as bad as the mess I got into last night.” 
And for reasons he couldn’t explain, Oscar caressed 
Josiah’s arm. It wasn’t until he’d done so that he realised 
he’d worried he might have hurt Josiah’s feelings, and he 
didn’t want to do so. 

Henry scrubbed a hand over his face and shot Devon a 
nasty look. “Well, no decent father wants to tell his son he 
was at a strip club, but I was, because I’d managed to find 
out it was owned by a corporation named TavTec.” He 
nodded before Oscar could ask. “And yeah, TavTec is one of 
Cole Tavares’ dummy corporations, of which I suspect he 
has more than I could ever find.” 

“I manage the club for Mr Tavares,” Clark said. 

It was weird hearing Clark refer to his own father so 
formally. Or maybe not, considering his father was a sick 
fuck. 

“Devon is the assistant manager and Chris is the bar 
manager and he helps keep the dancers in line. So when 
Henry here came in and started ‘subtly’”—Clark made air 
quotes around the word—“asking questions about Cole 
Tavares, yeah, we were notified pretty quickly. Henry even 
left his name, cell and hotel room number with half the 
people he talked to. Y’all are damned lucky it was us who 


showed up, and that we have a very loyal core of employees 
who all despise our father.” 

“Otherwise y’all would probably be dead already,” 
Chris piped in. He tipped his head towards Oscar and 
Josiah. “Except for the big bad wolf behind you. Mr Tavares 
wouldn’t have known about him, but I bet he will soon—if 
he doesn’t now.” 

Devon leant forward, a look of concentration on his 
face. “Hey, aren’t you one of Alpha Baker’s sons? Y’all have 
a gay club down the street, right?” 

Josiah sighed so forcefully that the heaving of his chest 
jostled Oscar. “Yeah, my brother Bobby actually owns the 
place. I just help him out. I’m Josiah, by the way.” 

Before Josiah could get all chatty with the Tavares 
brothers, Oscar wanted some damned answers. He didn’t 
elbow Josiah, but he did lean back a little and try something 
he wasn’t sure would work, pushing the thought that he’d 
really like to find out why his dad had been taken and 
returned, if Josiah wouldn’t mind. 

“Got ya.” Oscar heard the two words clearly in his 
head, and they sure sounded like a certain wolf shifter’s, 
even carrying the deep tone of Josiah’s voice. Oscar 
decided there were definitely some benefits to the whole 
mental bond thing. 

He refocused his attention on Clark before he could 
get distracted again. “That doesn’t explain why you 
grabbed my dad. I really want to hear an explanation for 
kidnapping him even if you did bring him back.” 


Clark bit his bottom lip and Chris huffed as Devon 
turned to him. 

“Because we were scared,” Chris admitted, reluctance 
tinging his voice. “We knew someone had killed Albert 
when he went after one of our half-brothers. Mr Tavares 
told us. The tracking device in Albert just stopped.” 

“Tracking device?” Henry asked. “What kind of 
screwed-up person—well, never mind. I think we know just 
how screwed up Cole Tavares is.” 

“Do you three have trackers implanted in you?” 

Oscar grunted at Josiah’s excellent question. 

Chris shook his head. “No, not that we know of, at 
least. Mr Tavares said he only had them put in his offspring 
that he didn’t help raise.” He shrugged one shoulder. “Be a 
good bet there’s one in Lyndon. Anyway, all we wanted was 
to make sure y’all weren’t here to kill us and help Lyndon 
inherit everything. Henry convinced us that wasn’t the 
case, and we brought him back while he bitched us out 
every second of the drive.” Chris smiled almost fondly at 
Henry. “It must be cool to have a dad who cares, you know. 
Ours wants us to kill each other off, and it’s not going to 
happen.” 

Devon nodded and placed a hand on each of his 
brothers. “And that’s something else we wanted to talk 
about. Finding a way to put a stop to this sick crap that’s 
going on. We aren’t the only offspring Mr Tavares has, 
obviously Lyndon isn’t either. I caught a glimpse of files on 
his desk, and I believe there were approximately ten of 


them, maybe more, each labelled with a first and last name, 
followed by a birth date and their gender.” 

Devon canted his head to the side as looked at Oscar. 
“And that wasn’t counting us. At least, I didn’t see our files. 
But there was a Lyndon, and Albert, and more than a dozen 
others. Chris, Clark and I can and do absolutely refuse to 
kill each other, but there’s nothing stopping our other 
siblings from killing us.” 

Or Cole Tavares from killing them. “What a fricking 
mess.” Oscar sighed. He was finding it harder to hate the 
Tavares brothers when his senses told him they weren’t 
lying. He was uneasy over the mention of Albert being 
killed. He didn’t want to see Josiah look at him like he was 
a murderer, but maybe Josiah wouldn’t pry. And maybe, 
hopefully, Oscar would get a chance to tell the three cougar 
shifters not to spill any more of his secrets, or he’d kick 
their asses. He could have hugged his dad when Henry 
spoke. 

“TIl tell you what, first we need to get out of this hotel 
as soon as possible. Then we have to find somewhere to 
hole up and decide on some kind of plan, because, yeah, 
Oz,” his dad tipped his head at him, “I think you were right. 
Cole Tavares isn’t going to listen to anything I have to say. I 
had actually hoped—” Henry flinched, and Oscar wondered 
if he’d literally bit his tongue. 

“What? You hoped our father wasn’t really a psycho?” 
Devon asked, and Oscar knew that was exactly what Henry 
had hoped, since they’d discussed it already. “Yeah, it’d be 
great if it had just been Albert being the only crazy one. 


Unfortunately, we can vouch just how sick and hateful he is. 
He didn’t bat an eyelash when he told us two or all three of 
us were going to die.” 

“T just can’t fathom it.” Henry held up a hand towards 
the brothers. “I believe you, I do. That’s why I’m willing to 
take the three of you to my home.” 

“What?” Oscar yelped. He hated that it came out so 
high-pitched and loud, but apparently even his vocal cords 
were shocked by his dad’s invitation. 

“Mr Travis—” Josiah began only to stop and start over 
since Oscar’s dad glared at him. “Sorry. Henry, even if 
these three are legit, this could put your family at risk. 
Maybe they do have trackers, too. And maybe they could 
bring Cole Tavares right to your door.” 

Henry got a hard glint to his eyes Oscar had never 
seen before. “I’m counting on it.” 

Fear greater than anything Oscar had known speared 
through him. It was so much worse, because it wasn’t 
himself he was afraid for. “Dad, can we discuss this first?” 

“No,” Henry said firmly. “I will handle this, and our 
family will be perfectly safe. I expect you to help see to 
that, Josiah, and to make sure Oscar is kept out of anything 
that might happen between me and Tavares.” 

Oscar wanted to argue but he knew that expression, 
the way his dad’s eyes gleamed and the hardness pinching 
his features. Henry’s mind was made up, and arguing 
would only get Oscar mad and probably in trouble, too. Just 
because his dad wasn’t a shifter like Oscar’s mom didn’t 
mean Henry wouldn’t want to defend his loved ones. 


Josiah moved until he stood beside Oscar rather than 
behind him, but he kept a hand pressed to Oscar’s lower 
back. The possessive touch lit Oscar up inside, and when 
Josiah spoke, Oscar could feel the vibration of Josiah’s voice 
all the way throughout his body like a warm embrace. 

“Oscar and I will take care of each other. That’s what 
mates do.” Josiah pulled Oscar a little closer. Devon and his 
brothers gasped. 

“Y’all are mates?” Devon peered enviously at them, as 
did Clark and Chris. “Really?” 

“Yeah really,” Oscar snarked. What was it to them 
anyway? 

Devon glared up at Chris. “See? I told y’all both it was 
possible. You each owe me a hundred bucks.” 

Henry turned and started towards the hotel when the 
brothers started squabbling. “I think Josiah was right about 
all of them needing a trip out to the woodshed. Come on, 
let’s get going.” 

Oscar let Devon and his brothers precede him and 
Josiah. He wasn’t ready to trust anyone related to Cole 
Tavares, with the exception of Lyndon. Right now Chris, 
Devon and Clark all seemed friendly and desperate for 
help, but who was to say they wouldn’t put a knife in 
everyone else’s back the first time they got the chance? 

“For what it’s worth, I’m not sensing any nervousness 
or anything else suspicious coming from them,” Josiah 
murmured, his voice barely making any sound at all. “They 
may very well be sincere about wanting to find an end to 
this that doesn’t involve more dead siblings.” 


“Maybe,” Oscar conceded. It was possible that Lyndon 
wasn’t the only kid of Tavares who wasn’t batshit crazy. But 
he wasn’t going to bet the lives of those he cared for on it. 


Chapter Nine 


Oscar pouting was kinda cute, Josiah thought. 

“I am not,” Oscar snapped, but he chuckled 
afterwards. “I think the whole mental link thing is going to 
bite us in the ass sometimes. Why isn’t it consistent?” 

Josiah’s dick hardened just from the question. Or, more 
correctly, thinking of the answer. “Because we haven't 
mated yet. Once we do, it won’t be a twenty-four-seven 
thing until we’ve been together for a long time, if at all. 
There’s different degrees of it between couples, and no 
one’s been able to figure out why some pairs have stronger 
telepathic tendencies than others.” 

Oscar shifted around in the passenger seat until he 
was almost completely facing Josiah. “Well, it works enough 
right now that I know you’re, um, aroused.” 

Oscar glanced down at his groin and Josiah was pretty 
sure his pecker was going to pop right through his 
underwear and jeans. 

“And I can smell you,” Oscar whispered, his voice 
raspy in a way that made Josiah’s dick even harder. 
“Damn.” He slumped against the passenger door and 
visually drilled holes through Josiah’s jeans. 

Josiah swore he could feel the look like a touch to his 
cock. At this rate they’d never make it back to his place. He 
needed a distraction before he pulled the truck over and 


jumped Oscar right there. Oscar wasn’t ready for it, no 
matter how horny he might be. Josiah could remember 
being that age, it wasn’t all that long ago, and he had been 
damn near constantly aroused. Oscar had a lot more 
restraint than he’d had back then. 

Regardless, Josiah wanted Oscar fiercely, too much to 
top the first time, or maybe even the first few times. And 
thinking about having Oscar fuck him until they were both 
boneless wasn’t helping the situation at all. 

“Think your dad and the Tavares brothers have left 
yet?” he blurted, desperate to get his mind off the subject 
before something in his pants went off. 

Oscar’s hiss reminded Josiah of a pissed off cat. He 
kinda liked it. He cut Oscar a sideways glance. “Now you 
sound like my own personal kitty.” 

“Oh fuck you,” Oscar said without any heat. “Does it 
make me warped that I like hearing you call me kitty? Oh 
god,” he mock-wailed, “did my penis just fall off?” 

It was good to be able to have fun with Oscar, 
considering they didn’t really know each other. Josiah 
laughed at Oscar’s theatrics, glad he didn’t seem worried 
about what would happen when they were alone. Josiah 
was. He didn’t want to hurt Oscar, or scare him, or do 
anything to make an utter fool of himself, such as come in 
his pants while he was driving. Or as soon as Oscar touched 
him. 

He was fucked. That was all there was to it, because 
Oscar was looking at him again. Josiah could feel it along 


with the desire thickening the air between them. He didn’t 
need extra senses to pick up on it at all. 

“Your dad,” Josiah croaked, blushing when his voice 
cracked. 

Oscar laughed softly but the intensity in the truck cab 
ebbed. Josiah caught the white glow of a cell phone as 
Oscar hummed. Then cursed. “Damn it. Mom said for Dad 
to ‘bring the poor boys’ back with him.” 

Josiah could hear the disgust when Oscar spoke. He’d 
bet Oscar’s top lip curled up in an Elvis-like snarl, too. And 
such thoughts weren’t helping him at all. “You know the 
saying about keeping your enemies close.” 

Oscar sent off a message, his breathing picking up 
speed as he grew more agitated. “Yeah yeah, I know. 
Maybe they aren’t our enemies. I couldn’t detect any trace 
of deceit on them either, but what do I know about it? Or 
them? I don’t think you can scent crazy. Though it’d be so 
cool if we could!” 

Josiah chuckled, amused as much by Oscar’s swift 
mood changes as he was by what he said. Oscar was 
definitely going to keep him on his toes. And his back, and 
knees and any other sexual position Oscar wanted to try. 

“Oh well. I guess I’m not really mad about him taking 
them because I think they’re dangerous in and of 
themselves, but I do think it’s a risk because their dad is a 
fucking nutjob.” Oscar rapped his knuckles against the 
window, diverting Josiah’s attention from the road for a 
second. “I’m afraid Cole Tavares really will come after 


Lyndon, or the three weirdos he calls some of his offspring. 
Or my family.” 

Josiah finally turned down the bumpy drive to his 
place. It was just an apartment above his brother’s garage, 
but it was private, usually. Unless his brother decided to be 
a nosy bastard. 

“And I don’t want him to hurt you.” 

The quiet admission from Oscar sent an equally quiet 
thrill through Josiah. His instinct to trust in their mate 
bond, even though it wasn’t yet strengthened, made him 
susceptible to emotions he might otherwise be able to 
ignore or never even feel. He slid his hand over the seat 
and turned it palm up. Oscar placed his hand in his. 

“Is this all...” Oscar stopped but left his hand where it 
was. 

Josiah cupped it gently but firmly and guided the truck 
to his usual parking spot. He was pretty sure he knew what 
Oscar was going to say, what he hadn’t quite been able to 
ask. Josiah unbuckled. He released Oscar’s hand long 
enough to be able to do the same for him. 

Then he reached for Oscar at the same time as he 
scooted across the truck seat. Oscar didn’t move, but he 
didn’t protest either when Josiah wrapped his arms around 
him. Josiah took a moment to absorb the feel of Oscar 
against him, the scent of arousal and the hint of fear. 
Oscar’s breaths were shallow pants, his lips already parted. 
He watched Josiah, hunger and shyness showing in his 
eyes. 


Josiah lowered his head, brushing his lips over Oscar’s 
twice. Oscar whimpered and shimmied closer. He grabbed 
onto Josiah’s arms and curled his fingers, bruising skin and 
tissue. Josiah liked it, the pressure and twinge of pain, but 
even more, he liked knowing Oscar clung to him with such 
intensity. When he kissed Oscar again, it was with an 
unleashed need that threatened to undo him as he twined 
his tongue with Oscar’s. 

Oscar’s touch, his hands kneading Josiah’s arms— 
everything about the leopard shifter—it was driving Josiah 
to the brink of his control. He surged forward, pinning 
Oscar to the door. Josiah cupped the back of Oscar’s head 
and pressed in even more, wanting to devour him entirely. 

Oscar growled and shoved, and Josiah, unprepared for 
the counterattack, sprawled backwards. Oscar was on him 
before Josiah could even figure out quite how he’d ended 
up on bottom. Then Oscar gave him a feral look and planted 
his hands right on Josiah’s pecs. He pinched the turgid tips 
of Josiah’s nipples, twisting them when Josiah gasped, his 
eyelids drooping and his back arching. 

Josiah reached for Oscar, grabbing frantically, fiery 
want surging to his nerve endings, throbbing in the ones in 
his tits. “Oscar...please!” 

Begging again, something he knew with a certainty he 
was going to be doing a lot of with Oscar. Oscar smirked 
and plucked away at his nipples and Josiah quit worrying 
about it. He’d do whatever made Oscar happy—and 
whatever got him worked up like this, dominant and wild 
and fierce. 


And Oscar was intense, yet also as uninhibited as any 
lover Josiah had ever had before. He leant down and made 
a purring, rumbling sound. Josiah tipped his head in 
anticipation of the kiss and hissed at the first feel of teeth 
against his skin. Oscar began to suckle beneath his ear, 
licking and nipping before sucking again, and Josiah 
moaned, writhing beneath Oscar’s slighter weight. 

“Mmm, you feel so fucking good.” Oscar punctuated 
the words with a nip to Josiah’s ear. 

He’d never found his ear to be an erogenous zone 
before, and in fact, had been grossed out on more than one 
occasion when a hook-up had tried to stick his tongue in 
Josiah’s ear. But biting his fleshy lobe? That just sent chills 
all down Josiah’s body and made him ache to his core. 

“Oscar, please.” He was just going to die if Oscar 
didn’t do something more. 

Oscar’s chuckle tickled Josiah’s damp skin where he 
rubbed his lips along Josiah’s neck. “Please what? I don’t 
know what you want, but I’ll do it if you ask me nicely.” 
Oscar jerked his head up and scowled just right after the 
truck door was jostled hard enough to rock the vehicle. 
“Who the frickin’ hell is that?” 

Josiah craned his neck around but he needn’t have 
bothered. There was only one person who’d get his rocks 
off by interrupting. “Bobby.” Josiah was going to kill him. 

Oscar did the one thing Josiah wouldn’t have expected 
then. He reached over and unlocked the door. Josiah 
groaned and tried to reach for the handle, but it was too 
late. Bobby opened the door and leered at Josiah. 


“Well, well, little bro, you brought home a pretty boy 
this time.” 

That was as far as he got before Oscar shot up and out 
of the truck, knees almost catching Josiah in the balls then 
head. “Oscar, wait!” 

“Fuck you, asshole,” Oscar snarled, and Josiah was 
relatively sure Oscar wasn’t talking to him, especially since 
there was the distinct sound of bodies colliding and what 
sounded like fists on flesh. “Fuckin’ call me a pretty boy!” 

Definitely not cussing at me. Josiah smacked the 
steering wheel and whacked the dash with his elbow. He 
winced as his ankle hit the handle on the passenger door, 
but he was trying his best to hurry up and get out, because 
either Bobby or Oscar was likely to get hurt. Judging by 
Oscar’s fury, Josiah was thinking it’d probably be Bobby. 

“You little son of a bitch!” Bobby grunted and dropped 
to his knees. Josiah would have felt sorry for him, but 
Bobby always did have a temper and didn’t know when to 
shut up. “Thill pretty—” Apparently even split lips weren’t 
going to silence him. 

“Enough!” Josiah roared, leaping between the two, or 
more like prying Oscar off Bobby, because Oscar had just 
managed to get Bobby in a head lock that could turn 
dangerous. Josiah wedged himself between them and 
pulled Oscar’s arms from around Bobby’s neck. “Stop it. 
He’s an ass, but he’s not really as big of one as he’s acting 
like!” Oscar glared at him. “He’s my brother, Oz.” 

Whether it was the use of the nickname or Josiah 
stressing the relationship between him and Bobby, he didn’t 
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know. Either way, Oscar quit fighting him and let go of 
Bobby completely. Josiah backed him up a few steps and 
made sure to keep Oscar behind him when he turned back 
to Bobby. Who was, of course, grinning like a goddamned 
loon. 

“He’th got thpunk,” Bobby slurred. “I like ‘im. He 
won’t be a doormat.” 

Josiah considered decking Bobby himself while Oscar 
spluttered behind him. “You’re an idiot,” he settled for 
saying. 

Bobby gave him a loopy grin and pointed. “He’th got 
pawth, too.” 

Josiah caught Oscar before he could slip past him. 
Silky fur against his skin assured him that Oscar had 
indeed morphed his hands into paws. He glanced down and 
grabbed Oscar’s other wrist. The white fur was incredibly 
soft, and Josiah wondered if he could get Oscar to fuck him 
like this, mostly man with a little of the beast loosed. 

Oscar tensed for a moment. He slowly turned his head 
until he could peer from the corner of his eyes at Josiah. 
Josiah forgot about his brother sitting on his ass a few feet 
away, forgot about the fact that Oscar had been trying to 
beat Bobby’s ass for being a dumbfuck. He forgot about 
everything but the expression on Oscar’s face, the need 
that seared straight to his balls. 

Oscar twisted his arms around until he was gripping 
Josiah’s wrists instead. With slow, measured steps, he 
began walking backwards, pulling Josiah with him. 

“Jothiah, wait.” 


Josiah ignored Bobby. The idiot could get himself up 
and inside. He wasn’t hurt that bad and he shouldn’t have 
provoked Oscar anyway. Oscar’s expression tightened, a 
fierce gleam lighting his eyes. Josiah heard movement 
behind him, likely Bobby pushing to his feet. 

“Jothiah, look, jutht lithen to me for a minute.” 

The sound Oscar made wasn’t quite human, a rough 
rumbling, not a roar or a purr or anything Josiah could put 
a name to. Josiah wanted to drop to his knees and worship 
Oscar, something he’d have to examine later as it was nota 
reaction someone who was supposed to be an alpha should 
be having. 

A touch to the back of his shoulder startled him as 
Bobby tried again. “Joth—” 

“No!” The word sounded like it was ripped from Oscar, 
shredding his throat as it burst out. 

Josiah stumbled as Oscar spun him away from Bobby. 
He could hear it in his mind, Oscar’s voice repeating mine 
mine mine! The possessiveness zipping into him seemed 
tinged with not a little bit of surprise. Oscar hadn’t 
expected to feel like he was, and Josiah flushed with 
pleasure at causing such a reaction. 

“Fine,” he heard Bobby mutter, “but you coulda told 
me you found your mate. I wouldn’t have fucked with him 
like that if I’d known y’all hadn’t done the deed yet.” 

Josiah was ready for Oscar, attuned to him now in a 
way he’d only heard of mates being. When Oscar tried to 
lunge around him, he gripped hard. The bite of Oscar’s 
claws piercing his skin flooded Josiah’s groin with heat. 


“Fuck me,” he demanded, and Oscar stopped trying to get 
to Bobby, pivoting fast and almost dragging Josiah. Almost, 
but not quite, as Josiah was just as eager to get into his 
apartment as Oscar was. 


Chapter Ten 


Itd hit him like a freight train, this need coiling 
around his spine and pressing into his groin. Every 
heartbeat set the rampant desire throbbing more intensely, 
and Oscar couldn’t control it or himself. He was acting like 
a beast instead of a man, growling and snarling, attacking 
and dragging his mate away. Part of him wondered if this 
was what happened between Lyndon and Levi the first time 
they’d had sex, but mostly he didn’t give a shit. He just 
needed Josiah, now. Conversation, questions, all the things 
they’d have to work out could wait. 

“Careful,” Josiah muttered. 

Oscar cocked a brow at him as he took another step 
back. 

“Stairs,” Josiah explained. 

Oscar twisted around enough to see that he was 
indeed now at the steps leading to the garage apartment. 
He turned back and watched Bobby stumble into his house. 
Oscar couldn’t believe he’d gone nuts and lost his temper, 
but he’d had it with being bullied, and maybe that wasn’t 
what Bobby had meant to do but it’d sounded like so many 
other times Oscar had been tormented. The memories had 
rushed back in a flash. One minute Oscar had been having 
the most erotic experience of his life, the next he’d been in 
a rage. 


He wasn’t going to think about it now. Not now, when 
he was leading an unhesitating, obedient Josiah up the 
stairs, not when the scent of Josiah’s arousal was mingling 
with his own and firing up even more pinpricks of desire in 
Oscar’s body. 

He stopped on the last step and let go of one of 
Josiah’s wrists long enough to reach back for the doorknob. 
It turned easily, and he made a mental note to lock it once 
they were inside, since Josiah obviously didn’t bother doing 
SO. 

Oscar had always worried he’d be nervous his first 
time, as self-conscious as he was about his scrawny body, 
but he wasn’t feeling even a hint of nervousness now. How 
could he when Josiah was looking at him like that? So much 
desire, so much want, as if only Oscar could satisfy him. 

Which was the truth. Oscar felt it down to the marrow 
of his bones. He may not have known anything about 
mates, but it was coming to him in waves almost, 
instinctive pulses he didn’t question. Maybe it was the 
strength of the connection between Josiah and him. 

He pulled Josiah through the entrance, thrilled with 
the way Josiah let him lead. “Shut it,” he instructed. He’d 
shifted his paws to hands to open the door, but there was 
another reason he wanted Josiah to handle it. He released 
Josiah and took a half step back. 

Josiah turned and did so. 

“Lock it, too.” 

As soon as the lock snicked into place, Oscar leapt 
forward and slammed Josiah against the door. He was 


careful enough to shove his hands between Josiah’s chest 
and the hard wood, but it still knocked the breath from 
them both. Oscar kept himself glued to Josiah’s back. And 
damn it, he wished he was taller. 

Oscar nipped Josiah’s back through his T-shirt and 
figured it’d be best to be clear about his intentions. “I’m 
going to fuck you.” The shiver that ran through Josiah was 
powerful enough to nearly rattle Oscar’s teeth. 

“Oh shit, please, fuck me!” 

Oscar grinned and rutted on Josiah’s thigh. He did it 
again, because it felt so good, hard muscle and friction for 
his aching dick. “I’m going to, but first...” Oscar slid one 
hand down, working it beneath the waistband of Josiah’s 
jeans when he sucked in his stomach. He didn’t have to 
move his hand much further before encountering a wet tip, 
spongy and hot. 

Josiah whimpered and dropped his head forward. 

“Oz...I can’t...I’m gonna come if you don’t stop!” 

The desperation in Josiah’s voice cut through Oscar’s 
fascination with the slit he was thumbing. Did he want 
Josiah to come already? No, because that’d mean Oscar 
would have to wait to fuck the tight ass rubbing against 
him, and he didn’t think he could wait without whimpering 
or whining about it. This was his first time, and he was 
beyond eager, well past horny, plunging into desperation 
himself, but he didn’t want Josiah to know that. He wanted 
to retain at least the appearance of control, and he didn’t 
give a damn why that was. 


And if Josiah came in his jeans, Oscar was likely to do 
the same. He circled the underside of Josiah’s glans with 
his finger and thumb and squeezed forcefully. 

“Ah ah,” Josiah gasped and his hips spasmed, his ass 
flexing. 

Oscar leaned to the side and watched the way Josiah 
flattened his hand first then curled his fingers repeatedly, 
as if struggling to get himself under control. 

“Need me to do it again?” Oscar asked, although he 
hadn’t yet loosened his grip. But he could tighten it. 

“No,” Josiah croaked, shoving a hand down to clutch at 
Oscar’s wrist. “I’m good, or at least not gonna come now. 
Maybe not tonight at all.” He gave a strained chuckle and 
Oscar, afraid he’d pushed too far, started to pull his hand 
back. “No,” Josiah repeated, and he held on with a grip 
Oscar didn’t care to break. “I’m teasing. It’s just that I liked 
it, and it hurt, and I didn’t know I liked stuff like that.” 

Now it was Josiah who was leaning, craning his neck 
and trying to see Oscar without turning around. “Like with 
my nipples. Man, I didn’t know, and you just did and it hurt 
but, holy fuck, Oz, it was this good hurt that made me hot 
and cold and tingle in places I—” He stopped abruptly and 
gave his head a very slight shake. 

“I just didn’t know I was like that. Didn’t know I’d 
want to be fucked so bad, either. When I tried it before a 
few times, it was just out of curiosity. But, you, I want to 
feel you mounting me and fucking me harder than I ever 
thought I could handle. Feel your claws marking me, your 
teeth, feel you come inside me. Make me yours.” 


“Yes.” Oscar used his grip on Josiah to turn him 
around, literally leading the man by his dick. “Yes,” Oscar 
said again, glaring up at him, possessiveness and the need 
to claim and mark his mate clawing at Oscar. “All of that, 
Pll give you.” He should have felt nervous, but he didn’t. 
Couldn’t, because he knew this was right, knew if he 
listened to himself, to Josiah, it’d happen as it should. 

He’d watched enough porn, read enough factual and 
fictional sex stuff to know what to do, not to mention he’d 
seen Levi and Lyndon more than once. They weren’t always 
discreet, and Oscar had thought they should have had 
better control over themselves, but now he understood why 
they didn’t. He’d have fucked Josiah in front of Bobby and 
everyone in the entire state of Texas if they’d been there. 

“Kiss me,” Oscar ordered, giving Josiah’s dick a tug. 

Josiah sucked in a sharp breath and lowered his head 
as he framed Oscar’s face in his hands. Oscar started the 
kiss off with a stinging bite to Josiah’s bottom lip, testing 
the man, and sure enough, Josiah moaned and all but 
drooped against him, eager and needy and oh, so perfect. 

Oscar rewarded him with a kiss so thorough he 
thought Josiah might still taste him in the morning. He 
ended the kiss the same way he’d begun it, and caught the 
tinge of copper on his tongue. 

Tipping his head back, he checked Josiah’s lip. “Slick, 
swollen, red, but no blood,” he observed. 

Josiah tipped his head down and nudged Oscar’s cheek 
with his own. “You could,” he whispered in Oscar’s ear. “I’d 
like it, I think.” 


Well, hell. Oscar had to close his eyes and clench every 
muscle in his body to keep from blowing his wad. Josiah 
was going to kill him, make him burst or something from 
having to hold back orgasms. 

“Come on,” Oscar said roughly, moving back so fast 
Josiah stumbled. Oscar threw up a hand to steady him 
before fisting that same hand in Josiah’s shirt. He pulled, 
ripping the cotton down the middle. 

“Fuck, that’s hot,” he said as he stared at the thick 
pelt on Josiah’s chest. “I love this.” 

He pushed the shirt down Josiah’s arms then trailed 
his hands up over the stacked muscles until he felt the 
crisphair on Josiah’s chest. His brown nipples were pebbled 
and peaked, sticking out from the thick swirls surrounding 
them. Oscar grinned and reached for them. 

He pinched the tips between his fingers. Josiah gasped 
and slapped his hands on top of Oscar’s. “Stop! Fuck fuck 
fuck!” Josiah trembled as he panted heavily, and he swayed 
a little. 

Oscar was concerned that Josiah might just drop to the 
floor, and not in the way Oscar wanted him to. He freed his 
hands and hooked an arm around Josiah’s waist. “Lean on 
me.” Josiah did and Oscar guided them to the bedroom, not 
hard to find considering the small size of the apartment. 

In the bedroom, Oscar pushed Josiah down on the bed. 
As soon as his back hit the mattress, Oscar pointed at him. 
“Get your pants off, or at least out of the way. Everything 
else is negotiable.” 


Oscar watched while Josiah sat up then hunched over 
to pull off his boots. He kind of hoped Josiah would leave 
them on, but Oscar couldn’t quite figure out how to ask it 
and he didn’t want to try sending the thought when he 
could barely concentrate as it was. 

Josiah got his boots and socks off. He straightened up 
and looked Oscar in the eye. Even so, Oscar could see hints 
of movement, Josiah disrobing, his hand flitting in and out 
of Oscar’s field of vision. 

Josiah rose up slightly, and Oscar jerked his gaze 
down. The shredded shirt had fallen off, and Oscar could 
hardly wait to touch. He followed the broad treasure trail 
down, anticipating touching every inch of Josiah’s skin. 
Then he concentrated on being patient while Josiah wiggled 
out of his jeans. 

“Damn,” he couldn’t help but utter when he saw 
Josiah’s cock. Thick and long, with a crown that made 
Oscar’s ass clench involuntarily, Josiah’s shaft was a thing 
of beauty. The broad slit was glistening, and the smell of 
aroused male was intoxicating, shooting through Oscar’s 
veins. 

Josiah ran a hand through some of the dense curls at 
his groin. He gripped the base of his dick and squeezed 
hard enough to turn the length purple. “Oz, soon. I need 
you inside me, soon. After, you can look all you like. 
Explore, whatever, I don’t care. Just fuck me!” Josiah edged 
his pinkie down to stroke his heavy balls, and Oscar’s 
muscles unlocked. 


“Where’s your lube and condoms?” He asked, ready to 
hunt them down if need be, but Josiah stopped him with a 
chuckle. 

“We don’t need condoms.” 

Oscar turned back to scowl at him. Josiah frowned in 
return. “We don’t. How is it you don’t know these things?” 

That sounded too much like Josiah was laughing at 
him, and Oscar didn’t appreciate it at all. He narrowed his 
eyes at the man and growled, and Josiah’s amusement 
morphed into something hotter that added to the dominant 
streak pervading Oscar’s mind. 

Josiah’s smirk faded, the hungry expression from 
earlier returning in a rush. Josiah tilted his head down and 
peered up through his lashes. “We don’t need them. 
Shifters don’t catch human diseases. Has anyone in your 
family ever been sick?” 

Oscar shook his head and held up his right hand. He 
wiggled his two shortened fingers. “No, and there’s not 
really been anyone hurt except for when I did this. Caught 
them in a trap when I was six.” 

Josiah held out his hand and Oscar placed his in it. 
When Josiah brought Oscar’s fingers to his mouth and 
sucked them in, the warm, slick sensation had Oscar 
reaching to tug at his balls with his other hand. 

Which reminded him, he had too many damn clothes 
on. Josiah slid his tongue between Oscar’s fingers and 
Oscar shuddered. He pulled his hand free but traced 
Josiah’s lips, leaving them wet. Oscar pinched the centre of 
Josiah’s bottom lip and was rewarded with a shaky moan. 


He released Josiah’s lip and stepped back. “You do 
have lube, right?” 

Josiah’s mouth moved, but nothing came out. He 
closed his eyes and cleared his throat before he answered 
Oscar. “On top of the dresser.” 

Oscar turned and started stripping, tossing his shirt 
aside. Unfastening his jeans with one hand, he used the 
other to grab the lube. Maximum Glide. He wondered if it 
was regular lube or if it had some of that numbing stuff in 
it. He hoped so, because he was dangerously on edge. 
Oscar pivoted towards the bed and tossed the lube in that 
general direction, just needing both hands free to get his 
jeans off, or at least down. 

Josiah caught the stuff and flicked a glare his way. 
Oscar figured he was misreading that until he stood up 
from bending to shove his jeans around his ankles and saw 
Josiah spread out, literally. On his back with one leg hitched 
up to his chest, one hand used to hold his balls and cock 
up, while teasing his pucker with the other. 

Oscar took a step and cursed, his feet tangled in his 
clothes. Josiah lifted his head enough to peek at him, but 
Oscar didn’t think Josiah saw much of anything. The blissful 
expression on Josiah’s face made his tanned skin glow as he 
puffed out shaky breaths. Oscar managed to keep upright 
from sheer determination. He got one leg free and hobbled 
to the bed, holding his dick at the root lest he come from 
the slight breeze caused by the ceiling fan overhead. 

“Jesus, Jo, I wish you could see yourself like I do.” 
Josiah was a vision of decadence, debauchery, de-something 


Oscar couldn’t fucking think of. 

Josiah dropped his head back and rumbled as he sank 
another finger into his ass. Oscar took in the whole erotic 
picture—Josiah’s parted lips, his arched throat with his 
Adam’s apple more prominent than usual, his shoulders 
curved back, the blades surely digging into the bed. 
Josiah’s chest was thrust up, the points of his nipples dark 
and thick in the golden hair. The muscles in his chest and 
down to his stomach were marvellous. They should have 
been captured in marble and shared with the world. 

Except Oscar wouldn’t share Josiah’s beauty with 
anyone. This sexy man, this pagan god of male perfection, 
was all his. Oscar adored everything about Josiah’s body, 
the searing and undeniable masculinity of it as well as the 
perfect proportions of muscle and height, length of limb. If 
he’d been able to design his perfect lover, he’d have done 
no better than the man before him. It was stunning, mind- 
jarring, and he decided to be nothing but grateful to 
destiny or fate, whatever had made them mates and 
brought them together. 

Oscar pinched the underside of his cockhead hard 
enough to bring tears to his eyes, and moved in closer as 
Josiah’s breathing sped up, increasing with the thrusts in 
his ass. 

“Oz, Oz I need you,” Josiah rasped, sounding as if he’d 
swallowed gravel and it’d grated his throat raw. 

“I’ve got you,” Oscar said, his heart tripling its beats in 
his chest. He touched Josiah’s hand, traced the ring 
stretched around Josiah’s fingers. The flesh there was pale 


pink and slick, tacky with lube. Oscar waited until Josiah 
started to pull his fingers out. He caught them and pressed 
one of his fingers to Josiah’s. “Can I?” 

Josiah’s entire body shook and he lifted his other leg 
up in offering. His hole gaped and glistened. Oscar cupped 
Josiah’s hand with his and pushed their fingers, three 
combined, slowly into the silky heat of Josiah’s body. 

“Ah, damn, Jo,” Oscar gritted out, sure his mind was 
melting from the knowledge that very soon his dick would 
be in the warm, clenching tunnel constricting around their 
fingers. “So fucking tight.” 

He pulled out, batted Josiah’s hand away, then pushed 
three of his own fingers back in. Josiah cried out and 
arched up, his heels slamming down on the bed while his 
taut belly bowed out. 

“More!” 

Oscar drew back enough to add a fourth finger. Josiah 
made a gargling sound and rocked his ass in a small 
pumping movement. “Oh God oh God oh God, oh my 
fucking God!” Josiah’s voice hitched and he jerked to the 
side, his knuckles going white where he gripped his dick. 
“Oz, now!” 

Oscar didn’t mind ceding control on the timing issue at 
all. He pulled his fingers out and slapped the inside of 
Josiah’s thigh. “Roll, and get your knees on the floor.” He’d 
fuck Josiah over the bed. The mattress was just the right 
height for Oscar to stand behind him and plunge in until 
they both screamed. 


Josiah made another one of those incomprehensible 
noises as he rolled to his belly and slid off the bed until his 
knees hit the floor. Oscar prodded Josiah’s calf with his 
foot, and Josiah spread his legs so wide Oscar could see his 
pink hole. Josiah’s balls hung low , heavy and hairy, and 
Oscar vowed to feel their weight in his mouth next time. 
For now, though, he could hold them in his hand while he 
fucked Josiah’s ass. 

“Hands up by your head,” Oscar instructed. 

Once Josiah had followed the order, Oscar moved in. 
He stroked his hands over Josiah’s back, delighting in the 
way the man trembled under his touch, the way his skin 
pebbled and warmed beneath his palms. Oscar ran his 
thumbs along the deep line of Josiah’s spine, right to the 
furrowed crack of his ass before starting back up. Josiah 
whimpered and wriggled his butt, so Oscar lifted one hand 
long enough to bring it back down firmly on Josiah’s ass. 
The loud smack of his palm on the taut flesh echoed in the 
room just before Josiah shouted. 

“Behave,” Oscar warned, swatting the same spot again 
after a second’s concentration. 

Josiah’s eyes flew open almost as wide as his mouth as 
he gave a garbled shout. A red flush spread over his back 
and up his neck, tinting his cheek in two heartbeats. Oscar 
pulled his fingers free and grabbed his cock at the base. He 
lined his cock up with Josiah’s hole and slammed into his 
ass, and this time Oscar’s shout drowned out Josiah’s. 

In all the times Oscar had imagined fucking someone, 
he’d never been close to the ecstasy he was now feeling. 


He hadn’t known just how tight, how hot, how soft and 
perfect a man’s ass would feel around his dick, squeezing 
and massaging his length. Even the way his balls slapped 
against Josiah’s, the pain that shot up from his groin at the 
contact, was exquisite, perfection in a way that fried all of 
Oscar’s synapses. 

He held Josiah’s ass cheeks and spread them further 
apart. Without further ado, Oscar pulled out all the way and 
thrust in again. Josiah shoved back at the same time, and 
their coming together, bodies aligning so perfectly it made 
Oscar’s eyes sting, was simply a thing of beauty like 
nothing he’d ever experienced. 

Oscar moved his hands over Josiah’s sweat-slicked skin 
and up to his waist. Josiah reached around and clutched at 
Oscar, scratching his arm, his hip, and Oscar got the 
message. Josiah had said he’d liked it, the pain, the 
pleasure, and every move he made, every sound that 
slipped from his lips, was encouraging Oscar to stop 
reining his cat in. 

So Oscar quit fighting it, roaring in a way his cat never 
could, the sound hurting his throat as he pounded into 
Josiah. He curled his fingers at Josiah’s shoulders, marking 
him there before dragging his nails down to leave streaks 
of red behind. 

Josiah shouted and surged into each thrust, his 
powerful thighs nearly knocking Oscar backwards. Oscar 
growled and held Josiah at the hip and shoulder and fucked 
him harder, his hips pummelling Josiah’s buttocks and 
rippling the flesh all the way up to his back. 


He curved his body over Josiah’s, desperate to taste 
and feel all that he could. Josiah pushed himself up and 
tilted his head to the side. It was an offering Oscar couldn’t 
resist, although he had to let go of Josiah’s shoulder and 
grab at his neck instead. Their height differences made his 
need nearly impossible, until Josiah arched his torso and 
his neck, shoving up on his arms and presenting Oscar with 
the morsel he sought. 

Oscar’s incisors lengthened as his mouth flooded with 
saliva. For a moment he had a flash of another time he’d 
been about to bite a different shifter, but he refused to let 
thoughts of that horrible time intrude. And this was his 
mate, his! He’d never hurt Josiah, at least not in a way 
Josiah didn’t want and enjoy. Not in a way Oscar didn’t 
want to experience himself. 

Oscar used his hand on Josiah’s throat to draw him up 
even more. He kept his hips moving now that Josiah was 
kneeling, bowed and contorted and begging with body and 
words and mind. The triple assault destroyed the last of 
Oscar’s reserve and he screamed as he opened his mouth, 
his gaze zeroing in on the spot where shoulder and neck 
met. 

He struck, not as cautious as he’d have liked but he 
had no control left, just the raging need to taste his mate, 
to feel Josiah’s lifeblood become part of his own. Oscar 
sank his teeth into Josiah’s shoulder, a quick strike that had 
Josiah gasping, shouting, his inner muscles clamping down 
tight around Oscar’s cock. 


Oscar pressed his lips to Josiah’s skin, his hips to 
Josiah’s ass, and held on as Josiah shook beneath him. He 
smelt Josiah’s cum, felt his own milked from him by Josiah’s 
rippling passage, and mewled around the flesh in his mouth 
as his eyes rolled back in his head. 

It was going to kill him, all the pleasure that suffused 
him; it was so much more than he’d ever expected. He 
pumped his dick in and out as giving and taking all that he 
could, shivering with each spurt of spunk that emptied into 
Josiah’s ass. Finally he stilled, buried deep, and clung to his 
mate. 


Chapter Eleven 


He might not be able to sit down for a week, but it was 
worth it—and Josiah wanted Oscar to fuck him with all of 
his passion and strength again, as soon as possible. He’d 
never felt anything even close to the experience Oscar had 
given him, not when he’d fucked anyone else, and certainly 
not the few times he’d bottomed. Those times had been 
experiments, and his wolf sure hadn’t been happy with him. 
Maybe that was why he hadn’t been able to relax and enjoy 
being fucked, but his beast didn’t have a problem rolling 
belly up for Oscar. 

Ass up, rather. And Oscar was still buried in him, dick 
and teeth, and the latter of those two was beginning to hurt 
in a way that really wasn’t enjoyable at all. 

“Os...Oscar,” Josiah had to really work his throat to get 
any words out. He felt like he’d swallowed a whole desert. 
“Oscar!” Josiah sent a mental push with it, and Oscar 
roused, humming against his skin and swivelling his hips in 
a way that set off tiny sparks of pleasure in Josiah’s ass. 
Even only semi-hard, Oscar’s cock was rubbing his prostate 
just enough to threaten to turn Josiah into a blabbering 
fool. 

The pain in his shoulder went from moderate to damn 
near agonising when Oscar withdrew his teeth, but Josiah 


quivered inside, partly because he still enjoyed the pain 
even though it made his head swim. 

“You okay?” Oscar asked, his voice slurred. He made a 
lewd sound, a slurp that set the fire of arousal to Josiah’s 
balls. Josiah clenched his ass around Oscar’s dick and was 
rewarded with a strangled gasp. “Jesus flipping—Jo! You’re 
gonna kill me doing that!” 

Josiah started to chuckle, but Oscar pulled his cock out 
and it caused more than a twinge in Josiah’s backside. He 
felt the warm trickle of Oscar’s seed running down the back 
of his balls. Josiah’s started to moan at the sensation, the 
beginnings of arousal threatening to come back to life. 
Oscar doused it quickly, shoving Josiah down and turning 
his moan into a yelp. 

“Fuck, Josiah! Look what I did—” 

Oscar’s voice broke and Josiah tried to roll over, but 
Oscar planted a hand between his shoulder blades. Short of 
throwing him off, Josiah couldn’t really move. He craned his 
head until he could see Oscar’s pained expression. 

“It’s fine, Oz. Did you hear me ask you to stop? Feel 
me fighting you off?” Josiah snorted. “You could have torn 
right through my neck and I’d have loved it.” 

Oscar shoved himself up, using the hand on Josiah’s 
back to do so and pushing the air out of his lungs. “Don’t 
say that! There’s fucking nothing sexy about ripping out 
someone’s throat!” 

Josiah rolled over onto his side, startled and worried as 
Oscar kept yelling. 


“And don’t compare what I did then, with you, to 
something like murder! I don’t care what anyone says 
about an orgasm being a little death or whatever.” Oscar 
slammed his fist against the wall, punching a hole right 
through to the insulation. “Fuck!” 

Oscar stood there, staring at his hand surrounded by 
cracked drywall. He looked lost, scared, and so young it 
broke Josiah’s heart. Almost as much as Oscar’s words had, 
because Josiah wasn’t stupid. He remembered what the 
Tavares’ brothers had said about someone killing Albert, 
and he suspected that was why Oscar had been guarding 
his thoughts very carefully. 

Josiah had known from the first time he’d looked into 
Oscar’s eyes that the younger man was wounded. He 
wouldn’t have guessed then that the pain he saw was 
caused by Oscar having taken someone’s life. What Josiah 
did know now was, Oscar would never have done so had it 
not been necessary. 

Josiah slid off the bed, ignoring the pain radiating up 
from his ass and down from his shoulder. He had twinges at 
his side as well, likely where Oscar had dug those sharp 
claws in during the frenzy of their mating. “Oscar.” 

Oscar slowly pulled his fist free and shook his head. 
His eyes glistened and Josiah would have given anything to 
stop the tears from gathering and spilling down Oscar’s 
cheeks. 

“Look what I’ve done.” 

Josiah didn’t think Oscar necessarily meant the hole in 
the wall, which Josiah didn’t give a shit about anyway. It 


wasn’t like he’d never done the same thing himself. “It’s 
nothing, Oz. Just a hole to patch, like several I’ve done 
myself.” 

Oscar huffed and swiped at his cheek. He took a 
couple of raspy breaths and closed his eyes, his head tipped 
down as if he were gathering himself for something. 

“It’s really all right,” Josiah continued as he tried to 
feel Oscar out with their mental link. All he was getting 
there was a great big nothing. “Once, when Bobby and I 
were fighting over some stupid thing or another, I slammed 
him against our bedroom wall. If he hadn’t ended up hitting 
right where Mom and Dad’s dresser was on the other side, 
we'd have made a hole clean through.” Of course, it’d been 
a case of retaliation on his part. Bobby had tossed Josiah 
out their bedroom window the week before. At the time 
Josiah had been a little smaller and not as aggressive. But 
he’d learned quickly. 

“You were kids.” 

“We were nineteen and twenty-two,” Josiah clarified. “I 
was your age, and I have put my fist through more than one 
wall in the years since.” 

Oscar slumped, his entire body drooping. He propped 
a forearm on the wall and leaned against it. “Not the wall, 
Josiah. I’m sorry about it, though. But at least it can be 
fixed. I can’t fix what I’ve done, and I don’t think I can be 
fixed. I’m... I’m messed up in here.” Oscar touched his 
temple. “I’ve always been, I think.” 

Josiah moved closer and gently placed his hand on 
Oscar’s hip. “Why would you think that?” He was genuinely 


confused. Maybe, if Oscar had indeed killed someone, that 
might make him think he was messed up, but he was saying 
always. “You’re an incredible man. Intelligent, loyal, 
handsome, quick—” 

“A freak,” Oscar interrupted as he spun around and 
jerked back from Josiah. The desperate look in his eyes 
begged for Josiah to counter his claim. “A pussy who 
deserved to be pushed around and groped in the 
bathrooms. Left naked in the locker room. To be held down 
and have Richie Burrows try to shove his dick in my mouth 


yw 


Josiah couldn’t have held back the howl if he’d tried, 
which he didn’t. Every instance Oscar had spoken of was 
presented with a rapid-fire flash of an image of Oscar, 
younger and terrified, angry and hurt. Humiliated. “Tl find 
the fucker and—” Josiah stopped short of saying ‘kill him’, 
realising it might well cause Oscar more upset. “TIl kick his 
ass until his nose bleeds, let him see what it’s like to have 
someone bigger and stronger and meaner than him take his 
sorry ass on.” 

“He wasn’t stronger,” Oscar snapped. “He’s not a 
shifter.” 

“And you could have torn him into a thousand pieces,” 
Josiah murmured, impressed with Oscar’s restraint as a 
bullied child. He didn’t think he’d have been able to hold 
back. Richie Burrows would have been broken and left in a 
heap of blood, tears, snot and shit. Then things clicked 
together in Josiah’s head and he took a chance he hoped 
wouldn’t backfire on him. 


“But you didn’t, Oscar. You knew you could have put an 
end to the bullying, you could have done some serious 
damage to that kid, yet you didn’t. Somehow you kept 
yourself safe,” he paused, “and under control. So if’—and 
here was the tricky part—“if you did do something that 
haunted you later on, I know it had to be for a very good 
reason. You wouldn’t just strike out and hurt someone, 
Oscar.” 

Oscar sobbed, but took another step back when Josiah 
reached for him. “No! You don’t know that! Look what I did 
to you.” Oscar’s gaze darted right to Josiah’s shoulder, 
making him aware of the blood oozing from the wound. 

“It doesn’t hurt.” It didn’t, not really. If it weren’t 
distressing Oscar so much, Josiah was pretty sure he’d be 
getting off on the dull throb from it along with the other 
various parts of him that felt well-used. “You didn’t hurt 
me. You marked me. Claimed me.” And he couldn’t help his 
voice from dropping, not when just saying those last two 
words had caused his cock to twitch. 

Oscar finally looked him in the eye, and some of the 
anguish there seemed to have dimmed. Josiah lifted his 
hands and cupped Oscar’s face, tracing the path of tears 
with his thumbs. 

“Tell me,” he said, because he thought Oscar needed 
to, needed to say it and know that Josiah wouldn’t castigate 
him for anything. If Oscar knew and understood the mate 
bond, he’d never question Josiah’s loyalty. “Oscar, please. 
Trust me, just with this if you can.” 


“I—” Oscar started to turn his head, but Josiah kept his 
hands there, holding Oscar in place. “I want to. I think...I 
can’t trust myself. I’m afraid to trust myself. I bit you like... 
like I did someone when one of Cole Tavares’ sons tried to 
kill Lyndon.” 

Josiah didn’t think so and he gave a sharp shake of his 
head. “No, you didn’t. What you did to me was a very erotic 
thing, making sure our beasts knew we belong to each 
other. I’ll mark you the same way, don’t doubt that. I won’t 
feel bad about it, either, because it’s part of what we are, 
who we are. Neither of us are fragile little things, Oz. We 
won’t break each other, and I think that’s part of why I 
wanted you to fuck me, why it burned me up with need 
when you bit me, or pinched me, even when you slapped 
my ass so hard my ears rang from it.” 

Oscar hiccupped out a laugh and leaned into Josiah, 
who held him close and rested his chin on Oscar’s head. “It 
made me hard all over again when you said you’re gonna 
mark me too.” As if Josiah didn’t feel the stiff dick jutting 
against his thigh. “And all the rest, I want that too. I did 
what I’ve fantasised about doing. What I thought you liked, 
from how you reacted.” 

“Oh I did,” Josiah said, managing a purr of his own, 
although it wasn’t nearly as sexy as the one Oscar had used 
earlier. “I loved everything you did to me, and yeah, I want 
to do everything to you, with you. But not yet, I don’t—” 

Oscar snapped his head up and nearly clipped Josiah’s 
chin when he did so. “You don’t want to what?” The narrow- 


eyed look he levelled at Josiah promised unpleasantness if 
that sentence went the wrong way. 

Which was probably the way he’d been heading with it, 
Josiah realised. If he truly believed Oscar was strong, 
capable, all the things he’d said he believed Oscar to be, 
how dare he turn around and recant by saying he was 
afraid Oscar couldn’t handle what he was asking for? Josiah 
sighed and smiled timidly. 

“Pll learn not to be such an idiot, if you give me a 
chance.” He bent until he could nuzzle Oscar’s neck, and 
once Oscar hummed his approval, Josiah bit. Not as hard as 
Oscar had bitten him, but not a nip, either. 

“Ah!” Oscar hissed as he clutched at Josiah’s arms and 
rubbed on him. “Jo!” 

Josiah let his teeth drop enough to break the surface of 
Oscar’s skin, and Oscar writhed frantically, his hips driving 
forward as he humped Josiah’s leg. He reached around and 
grabbed a handful of ass, encouraging Oscar to rut harder. 
He delved his fingers into Oscar’s crack and prodded at 
Oscar’s hole. 

Oscar keened and wet heat sprayed Josiah’s leg. He 
sucked on the spot he’d bitten, using pressure and his 
tongue to drive Oscar wild. Oscar’s keen broke off into a 
round of cursing Josiah had rarely heard the likes of before, 
and it made him snicker softly as Oscar shot another round 
of cum on him. 

Once Oscar had stopped cussing and thrusting, he 
sagged against Josiah. He caught his mate and, hoping he 
wasn’t about to get his ass kicked, he scooped Oscar up 


and carried him to the bed. His own cock was erect and 
thumping his belly when as walked to the bathroom, but he 
could wait. Oscar wanted to be fucked, but Josiah wanted 
to see those pretty plump lips wrapped around his dick, 
wanted to feel Oscar take him into his throat. 

“Not helping,” he muttered as he picked up a 
washcloth. At the rate he was going he’d spurt all over 
himself when he tried to clean up. Josiah stepped over to 
the sink and turned on the hot water. He looked into the 
mirror and saw the mark Oscar had left behind. 

Mark, hell. That’s a full-on snow leopard bite, and it’s 
the hottest fucking thing I’ve ever worn. 

Josiah poked at it experimentally and yep, it hurt. He 
smirked at his reflection for a second before he dipped the 
washcloth under the water. “I’ll be right there to clean you 
up, gonna get this off my ass and thighs first.” And he 
wanted to clean his shoulder and hip, anywhere where 
there was blood that might cause Oscar to freak out. 

Well, there was only so much he could do about the 
bite. It wasn’t going to look pretty—he thought it was sexy, 
blood and all—no matter what he did. Still, he tried, 
soaking the cloth and squeezing it out over the wound. 
Pink-tinged water ran down his chest and Josiah repeated it 
until the water ran clear, then he took care of the rest of his 
needs. He took a fresh cloth and went out to clean up 
Oscar, only to find him sleeping soundly. 

Josiah debated for a moment, but decided to go ahead 
and wipe Oscar down, because otherwise he’d wake up 
sticky and itchy, and he needed to tend the bite he’d left on 


Oscar, too. And they needed to talk. Or, more importantly, 
Oscar needed to talk and Josiah needed to listen, and when 
he was done doing that, he needed to reassure Oscar. 

Oscar grumbled through the wipe down after hissing 
when Josiah cleaned up the bite mark. But by the time he 
got to Oscar’s cock that particular part was trying to fill all 
over again. Josiah told himself not to get distracted and he 
quickly cleaned Oscar’s parts. A swipe over both thighs in 
case there was spunk on them, then Josiah tossed the 
washcloth towards the bathroom and plunked down beside 
Oscar. The mattress bounced from his weight and Oscar 
cracked open an eye just enough to show Josiah a hint of 
blue. 

“You’re not gonna let me sleep, are you?” 

Josiah tapped Oscar’s bottom lip just because he had 
to touch him. “Nope. I want you to trust me, and I think if 
you just listen to your instincts, you'll know you can. We’re 
mates, Oz. That means—” 

“I don’t know what exactly it means,” Oscar said with 
a huff. “You were making fun of me earlier—” 

“I was not!” Josiah started to move away, but thought 
that might just be Oscar’s goal, even if he didn’t know it. “I 
was asking in a roundabout way, I guess, because I don’t 
understand how you don’t know about this, especially this. 
Mates are...” Josiah sighed, feeling like a teenage boy with 
his first crush just from saying it. “Everything.” 

Oscar propped himself up on one elbow and glared at 
Josiah. “Well, I don’t know anything about them because 
my family doesn’t know jack about what we are, basically. 


ld never even heard a thing about mates until Grandma 
Marybeth mentioned that maybe such a thing was possible. 
She wasn’t sure that she might actually be remembering. 
Her entire family was slaughtered in the Himalayas, where 
she was born. She was only like six, so she didn’t remember 
much. Eventually she met my grandpa and moved to 
America and there ya go. An almost total loss of our history 
as shifters.” 

Josiah had quickly started to feel like shit as Oscar 
talked. He hadn’t known all of that, but they hadn’t had a 
lot of time to share their life stories yet. “Okay, I can see 
where you thought I was being a smartass, but you could 
have just said.” He rolled to his back and grabbed Oscar. 
“Come here.” He wasn’t going to baby him. Josiah pulled 
and manoeuvred them both until he had Oscar half laying 
on him, then he stroked Oscar’s back and hip until he felt 
him relax. 

“Now, tell me what happened when Albert died.” 


Chapter Twelve 


He’d known the question was coming and had thought 
he’d be prepared for it. But as always, when Oscar tried to 
think about the night he’d killed Albert Tavares, his mind 
recoiled from going there. 

Josiah seemed to know this, either picking it up 
through their link or hell, for all he knew, Josiah could smell 
the fear and disgust that threatened to consume Oscar. 

“Shhh, stay calm. It’s okay, Oz. You don’t have to go 
into detail if you prefer not to, but I want to know why 
you’re punishing yourself for doing something I don’t think 
you had a choice in.” 

“I did have a choice. It was either kill Albert or watch 
Lyndon die.” And then kill Albert, because the sick fuck 
would have probably come after Oscar or his family, or 
both. 

Josiah’s touch stayed steady, firm but not harsh. He 
nuzzled the top of Oscar’s head and rumbled from deep in 
his chest. Oscar felt his pulse slow and his mind became 
calmer the longer he laid there with Josiah, and finally he 
started to speak. 

“He came onto our land and set an ambush for us. 
When my brothers, Orion and Drake, and Mom and I went 
out trying to find Albert—we didn’t know his name at the 
time, but he’d been on the property earlier. Left a 


disgusting animal carcass strewn all over. Shit and pissed 
and clawed up our trees. Totally came in and invaded, you 
know?” He rolled his neck until he could kind of see 
Josiah’s face. 

“That would be incredibly offensive in itself,” Josiah 
agreed. “In fact, it'd be reason to kill in my pack. Wolves 
are territorial. My father and I can’t even be around each 
other much just because we’re both alphas. Except I don’t 
quite seem to be the alpha with you.” 

“Equal footing,” Oscar suggested. “Makes sense to me, 
because I don’t think I’m cut out to be anyone’s follower.” 

Josiah laughed, his chest heaving when he did so and 
jostling Oscar. “No, you’re definitely not a follower, and I 
am so glad for that. Destiny knows what she’s doing when 
she pairs up mates. Sometimes people are surprised to find 
the person perfect for them isn’t anything like the one they 
fantasised about.” 

Oscar felt a tingle of trepidation as he pushed up on 
one arm to better see Josiah. “Am I?” 

Josiah didn’t even pretend not to understand. “For the 
most part, yes. And before you get hurt by that, let me 
explain.” 

Oscar wanted to roll away in a huff, but Josiah didn’t 
deserve such immature behaviour, and Oscar was better 
than that, too. He just needed to remember he was. “Okay. 
I’m listening.” 

Josiah pulled him back down and resumed petting him. 
“Okay. I didn’t even know gay shifters had mates. Not 
everyone has them, and I just... Well, there’d been a debate 


in most of the packs over whether or not the LGBTQ 
shifters should even be allowed to remain with ‘het’ packs. 
Once that stupidity got settled, there were still some 
shifters bitching that gay shifters would remain mateless as 
proof of them being freaks against God. Which”—Josiah’s 
voice became thick with sarcasm—“I’d like to point out, 
there’s plenty of God-fearing humans who'd flip the fuck 
out and kill every one of us shifters if they knew about us.” 

“No shit,” Oscar muttered. “That’s, like, everyone’s 
fear in my family. Grandpa Vincent wasn’t a shifter, so when 
he passed away he was just a human, no worries over DNA 
and such. But what happens to the rest of us?” 

He felt Josiah’s shrug. “Whatever form we die in, that’s 
what we are, through and through. We’re taught it’s our 
spirit that makes us shifters or dual-natured, whatever one 
wants to call it. Once it’s gone, all that’s left is a husk, a 
Shell we used for a time.” 

“Huh.” Oscar liked that theory. “How sure are you of 
this?” 

“No one’s ever busted us shifters, have they?” 

Oscar chuckled. He couldn’t wait for Grandma 
Marybeth to hear this. “No. That should take a load off my 
family’s mind.” 

“I imagine it will.” Josiah hugged him fiercely before 
releasing him only to continue rubbing and talking. “But, 
back to mates. I fantasised about a man who could take me 
to heights no one had before, sexually, emotionally, every 
way. He’d be strong, handsome, brilliant, kind—everything 
you are, Oz.” He felt Josiah kiss the top of his head. “But I 


wasn’t expecting to ever meet you, or for you to exceed my 
fantasies. I’d never seen a face in those, but you are more 
gorgeous than I’d ever have been able to visualise. I’m not 
good at imagining things in detail, except for what I want 
to do to you. No problem there.” 

Oscar was tempted to roll fully onto Josiah and just rub 
until they both lost their minds, but he knew part of him 
wanted to evade the conversation he’d inadvertently 
derailed. He did want to tell Josiah one thing, though, and 
he wanted to look him in the eyes when he did so. Oscar 
went ahead and climbed on top of Josiah, straddling his 
waist. He bit his cheek to keep from whimpering at the way 
Josiah felt under him, his hairy stomach hard and hot 
against Oscar’s balls and ass. Focus! 

“You’re everything I ever wanted.” So far, at least, 
although Oscar was beginning to believe that’d remain the 
case until they died. “Physically, you are everything I beat 
off to.” Josiah’s lips twitched and he got a smug look that 
dragged a laugh out of Oscar. “Yeah, you know you’re one 
sexy mother fucker.” 

“Ick!” Josiah mock-shuddered, “let’s not even go 
there!” 

Oscar goosed him in the ribs. “You know what I mean.” 
He tried not to, but he finally allowed his gaze to be drawn 
inexorably to the bite he’d left on Josiah’s shoulder. If he’d 
moved much further to the left, he might have nicked an 
artery. The thought terrified him and smothered any 
amusement he’d felt. A bitter taste sprung up in his mouth 
and Oscar fought the urge to gag. 


“Don’t.” 

He jerked his gaze back up to tangle with Josiah’s. “I 
just...” Just do it. “Albert was going to kill Lyndon, yeah? 
And I ripped his throat out. I was s-shifted and the leopard 
in me, or me in it, whatever, I just...” He swallowed the bile 
that threatened to come up the rest of the way. “The taste 
of his blood, feeling his life pour into my mouth, coating my 
tongue, clogging my throat until I thought I’d suffocate. I 
had to swallow it.” 

Oscar leapt up, batting at Josiah’s hands and sprinting 
for the bathroom. He barely made it, sliding on his knees to 
the toilet before spewing the contents of his stomach into 
the porcelain bowl. How long he sat there and heaved, he 
didn’t know, but his stomach muscles burned and his throat 
was raw and he had stuff on his face and he didn’t want to 
know what it was. 

He became aware of Josiah all around him. Josiah was 
pressed to him, chest to Oscar’s back. His arms rested over 
Oscar’s, as did his legs, bracing Oscar’s and supplying a 
steady stream of body heat when Oscar’s seemed to have 
been emptied into the toilet. 

“It’s all right,” Josiah said again and again. 

Oscar whimpered and wished he wasn’t such a mess, 
but Josiah honestly didn’t seem to mind. He felt Josiah 
move behind him, lift an arm and lean, then Oscar was 
being wiped down with a cold, damp cloth. He wanted to 
protest and say he wasn’t a child who needed his face 
washed for him, but he knew in his heart Josiah’s intentions 
were only to take care of his mate. It didn’t make Oscar 


weak or helpless to allow Josiah to care for him any more 
than Josiah would be weak if their positions were reversed. 

“I don’t think I’ve slept for more than an hour or two 
at a time since then,” Oscar said, surprising himself. He 
hadn’t meant to talk about it anymore. 

Josiah grumbled something about wearing him out so 
he’d sleep for a full eight hours, and Oscar felt some of the 
oppressive weight begin to lift. Not much, but when he’d 
borne the burden for so long, he knew it’d lightened. 

“I keep thinking I should have been quicker,” Oscar 
explained as he worked through his guilt. “He set this trap 
we didn’t detect. It was up in the trees and he used 
something to cover the scent, it just really threw us off. We 
stopped when Orion started coughing. At the same time, 
the smell hit us. It was like we were in a bubble of noxious 
fumes and couldn’t breathe. I thought we were going to 
die, but I woke up. Mom and my brothers were okay. Out, 
but breathing steadily. I heard Albert, and Lyndon and Levi. 
There was no one else who could stop Albert, Levi wasn’t 
shifted.” 

“You saved Lyndon, and probably your family as well.” 
Josiah’s tone didn’t allow for any doubt that he meant it, 
but Oscar still couldn’t let it go. 

“Maybe, but what if I had been quicker? If I had 
noticed the trap, we could have—” 

“Oscar!” Josiah boomed in his ear, scaring a year off 
Oscar’s life. “You don’t do what-if’s in life, that way lies 
disaster, or however the saying goes. Did you doubt for a 
second what Albert intended to do to Lyndon?” 


“No. He was very clear. He was there to kill Lyndon 
first. Once he did that, he’d go after the other half-siblings, 
even the kids.” 

Josiah growled and held Oscar tighter. “What a sick 
fuck Tavares is. Cole, I mean, but Albert, too and any of his 
other offspring who jump through his demented hoops.” 

“Yeah,” Oscar agreed. “I can’t fathom it, and neither 
can Dad, which is why we came to San Antonio. We’d read 
online that Cole Tavares was here and Dad was going to try 
to talk some sense into him, but we got here, and Tavares 
had been called to Mexico for a business trip. We couldn’t 
find out any more information, but Dad kept trying, hence 
the Tavares brothers.” 

Josiah laughed. “They kind of remind me of some old 
time slap-stick comedy troupe even if they aren’t trying to 
be funny. I really do think they’re harmless to your family 
and to us. I believe they’d fight for each other though. I 
even think they might be decent guys, once this is all over.” 

“Maybe. If they survive.” 

“You did nothing wrong,” Josiah said out of the blue. 
Oscar wished he could see him better, but he liked feeling 
the way Josiah’s voice vibrated through him, pressed 
together as they were. “You know how sick Cole Tavares is, 
how screwed up Albert was. Dangerous doesn’t even begin 
to describe men like that. I understand that you can’t just 
forgive yourself or whatever it is you need to do to find 
peace, but I do hope you stop tormenting yourself over it.” 

Oscar wished he would, too, because logically he knew 
he’d done the only thing he could. “I don’t know if I can.” 


“But do you want to?” 

He considered Josiah’s question. “Yes, I do. I don’t like 
having my mind feel utterly fucked up.” 

“All right.” Josiah kissed his head, his temple and went 
on. “Wanting to is a start, and it will get better. I’ll do 
everything I can to help, okay?” 

Oscar nodded. Josiah rewarded him with another 
smattering of kisses. 

“I do have a question, though, and I hope it’s okay to 
ask. What do you mean, Levi wasn’t shifted?” Josiah’s 
confusion lifted his voice at the end. “How long does it take 
to shift? And I’m not being sarcastic, but I can shift in a few 
seconds. Thirty, tops, and I’m all wolfed out.” 

Oscar felt a pang of envy. “We can’t, not nearly as 
quick. The first time I saw Lyndon shift, I wanted to kick his 
ass, I was so jealous! He did it like this,” Oscar tried to 
snap his fingers but didn’t quite manage it. “You know what 
I mean. And he didn’t look like he was in agony when he 
shifted back and forth. It always feels like someone is 
trying to rip my skeleton out and cram it back in a body 
that’s too small. It fucking sucks.” 

“That’s odd.” Josiah tightened all around Oscar. “I 
don’t mean you’re odd or your family, just the shifting 
problem. Wait. Is it like that for everyone in your family?” 

“Yeah.” It cut down on shifting, too. Oscar loved being 
his leopard, but didn’t do it nearly as often as he’d have 
liked to. 

“Damn.” Josiah began rocking them, just a slight 
movement that comforted Oscar. “What about your hands?” 


Oscar concentrated for a moment and shifted his 
hands to paws. “Easy enough to do, and it doesn’t hurt. I 
think because my hands and paws aren’t really different in 
size, maybe. I didn’t know—my family still doesn’t—that a 
partial shift of any sort is possible. I should tell them, but 
I’m half afraid they’ll think I’m a bigger weirdo who fits in 
with them even less.” 

Josiah scooted back and Oscar was bereft of his 
warmth for a matter of seconds before he was lifted and 
carried back to the bed. Josiah lay down beside him so they 
faced each other on their sides. Josiah caressed his cheek 
and clucked his tongue. “I’ve met your dad, Oz. You can’t 
tell me he has ever said you’re a weirdo or anything 
derogatory. He doesn’t seem the type.” 

Oscar realised how he must have made his family 
sound. “No, of course not! I just always felt different, and I 
am. All of them are big, I mean at least six inches taller, 
even my sister. She has more muscle than me, too, like the 
rest. And Mom, Dad, my brothers and sister, they all have 
auburn hair and dark eyes and mine are blue-blue and my 
hair is blond and I just don’t look like them.” 

Oscar laughed suddenly, surprising himself. He slid a 
knee between Josiah’s legs and scooted closer. “I sound like 
a whiny bitch,” he explained when Josiah made a 
questioning sound. “You probably think I’m crazy, but I just 
realised how I sound. Usually all this stuff is in my head 
kind of floating around in bits and pieces, but putting it all 
together and saying it?” He snorted and laughed again. “I 
never realised what a big pity party I’ve been throwing 


myself. Wanting to be strong and all that, but I think too 
often I’ve been weak and mean because I couldn’t tell the 
difference. I’m better than that, Josiah.” He looked into 
Josiah’s eyes and saw so much pride there he wanted to 
just bask in the glow of it. “I am.” 

“You are,” Josiah confirmed. “Now, come here and let 
me hold my incredible mate.” 

Oscar grinned, feeling strangely shy as Josiah got them 
settled on the bed more comfortably. He vowed to himself 
to be worthy of that look Josiah was still giving him. No 
more letting the past control him, no more feeling sorry for 
himself and calling it brave stoicism. No more of being a 
snarky... Well, that one would be a little harder, but he’d try 
to reserve the snark for people and situations who really 
deserved it. 

It wouldn’t be easy, but making changes in oneself 
never were. Josiah’s breath warmed his neck and Oscar 
quit thinking and just let himself feel. 


Chapter Thirteen 


Whoever was banging on the door, they were getting 
their ass kicked, Oscar decided. He pried open his eyes and 
rolled to his side just as Josiah got up from the bed. Oscar’s 
pique vanished as he ogled the firm, round globes of 
Josiah’s ass. Maybe whoever woke them up deserved a 
trophy or something instead. Then again, they’d probably 
see Josiah naked or at least partially so. 

I’m gonna get up. Because he was completely and 
suddenly awake. Oscar got out of bed and pulled on his 
jeans just as he heard the door opening followed by Josiah 
talking, but it was another voice that sent a shiver down his 
spine. If he’d have been in leopard form, he was pretty sure 
all his fur would have been standing up. 

The deep, loud voice commanded respect, though, and 
Oscar hurriedly got his shirt on and left the bedroom. He 
suspected he was fixing to meet his first official alpha, 
because he could feel an almost uncomfortable, constant 
surge of power in the air. He could smell it, too, which was 
strange but true. By the time he’d cleared the living room 
his gut was tight and burning and he was getting angry 
with himself for such a stupid response. He might not have 
been wearing his happiest expression when he all but 
bounded into the living room. 


Josiah looked up from where he stood next to another 
man who was even taller and more muscular than Josiah 
was. Oscar wondered what the fuck they were feeding 
these wolf shifters as kids. Nothing but Wheaties and 
spinach? Whatever it was, they needed to stop before 
someone noticed a tribe of freaking giants in South Texas. 

Josiah’s eyes shot wide and he snickered. The man 
beside him turned from Josiah and Oscar was hit with two 
things. First, how Josiah was a younger carbon copy of the 
guy, and second, the way he appeared to see right into 
Oscar’s head with that steely gaze. Something about it 
stirred up a desire in Oscar to arch his back and bear his 
claws, to hiss and spit and yowl—which was all fucking 
weird, since he hadn’t reacted that way to anyone else, 
even when he’d been bullied. It was as if just being in this 
man’s presence challenged a part of Oscar he’d never 
examined before. 

It was unsettling to say the least. The older guy didn’t 
seem to be amused. 

Josiah glanced back and forth between them and 
sighed so noisily it knocked Oscar out of the staring contest 
he’d been in. “You two cut it out. Dad, he doesn’t know jack 
about shifter rules in general and our rules in particular, so 
tone it down, please.” The expression on his face softened 
and warmed Oscar, chasing off the strange chill lingering 
inside him. “He’s my mate, Dad. I didn’t think I’d ever be so 
lucky as to have him.” 

Oscar didn’t care about the guy trying to intimidate 
him. He rushed to Josiah and threw his arms around his 


waist. Then Oscar popped up on his toes and kissed Josiah 
with all the joy he was feeling. Josiah made the sweetest 
sound as he parted his lips and wrapped his arms around 
him, and Oscar thought he could be content to stay there 
like that for hours. Except the other guy had to interrupt. 

“Okay, lll quit expecting the deference I should have 
from him if you two will quit making out right in front of 
me.” 

Oscar dropped back to his heels, ending the kiss. He 
was fully prepared to snap that the man could leave if he 
didn’t like it. But, he remembered his promise to himself 
about not being such a snarky jerk, and he knew this man 
was Josiah’s dad, which meant Oscar needed to be more 
tactful. Plus, it helped soothe his temper when the 
oppressive cloak of power lifted. A good portion of his 
anger left with it. 

“Thank you,” Josiah said, and Oscar nodded, even if he 
wasn’t sure Josiah meant it for him. 

“I did.” Oscar barely kept from starting at the two 
words he’d heard in his head. The mate bond was going to 
take some getting used to. 

The older man cleared his throat and Oscar moved to 
Josiah’s side. Why it was so hard for him to offer his hand 
was beyond him, but to Oscar it felt like his arm was 
weighted with an anchor. Josiah’s father’s eyes flashed with 
amusement and Oscar almost said ‘fuck it’ and growled at 
him, but Josiah’s hand caressing his hip calmed him 
instantly. 


“Oscar Travis,” he said as his hand was enfolded in a 
much bigger one. 

“Jodiah Baker, alpha of the San Antonio wolf pack. I’m 
also Josiah’s dad, as I’m sure you’ve figured out.” 

“I did kind of figure,” Oscar couldn’t help but say as 
his hand was released. “Josiah looks just like you.” Except 
younger, and he wasn’t saying that. 

Jodiah laughed, a knowing glint in his eyes. “I think 
I’m going to like you even if you do challenge my alpha 
position.” 

Oscar reeled back and would have fallen on his butt 
had Josiah not been holding onto him. “What do you mean? 
I haven’t challenged you for anything. I just want your son.” 
What the hell would he want a pack of wolves for? 

Jodiah frowned at him and Josiah. “He really doesn’t 
know anything about shifters, does he? Or are snow 
leopards just different when it comes to packs?” 

“I’m right here,” Oscar snapped. He’d honoured the 
snark vow just fine, but being talked about as if he weren’t 
there or was too stupid to comprehend the conversation 
was too much to tolerate. “Don’t talk about me like I’m 
not!” 

Jodiah looked shocked first, followed by angry before 
he finally burst out laughing so loud Oscar thought his ears 
were going to bleed. He stopped laughing and tipped his 
head towards the bedroom. “Sorry, it’s just, no one talks to 
me like that, and here’s my son, naked and marked by his 
mate, and it seemed a ridiculous situation. Josiah, if you’d 
get dressed, Oscar and I will wait for you in the kitchen.” 


Josiah grumbled about being ordered around in his 
own home but he went, leaving Oscar with Jodiah. He 
looked at his mate’s father, since they hadn’t moved a step. 

“Is there some rule about who goes first since you’re 
an alpha? Or did you just want to stand here glaring at 
each other?” 

Jodiah laughed again and started walking towards the 
kitchen. “There’s all sorts of rules regarding the behaviour 
of lesser-ranked wolves around their alpha, but I suspect 
you'll break every one of them on purpose if I list them.” 

“No shit,” Oscar muttered, then added with some heat, 
“and I am not lesser-ranked or anything like that than you 
are. In answer to your earlier question, yes, things are 
different with snow leopard shifters, or at least with my 
family. For one, this whole alpha thing doesn’t exist...” 


* xK OK OX 


By the time Josiah made it into the kitchen, his dad 
and his mate were deep in conversation about packs of 
wolves and families of snow leopards, so Josiah decided to 
fix breakfast and let them talk. It hadn’t surprised him 
when his father and Oscar had clashed at first. Both were 
alphas, even if Oscar’s family didn’t have such things. It 
wasn’t a wolf trait, but a personality trait. Being a shifter 
only amplified it by about a thousand. 

It turned the type A personality up to a whole new 
level. Josiah had the same alpha tendencies, but he’d had a 
lifetime to learn how to control them, to be made 


completely aware of them. Oscar hadn’t been taught to 
focus on them or how to behave when meeting another 
alpha. If he and Josiah hadn’t been mates, they probably 
would have ended up fighting because of Oscar’s ignorance 
about the proper showing of mutual respect between 
alphas. 

Or maybe they wouldn’t have. Josiah thought he just 
might have buried as much of his dominant nature as 
possible in order to be with Oscar. Did that make him less 
of an alpha? Well, he decided, not in a bad way, but yes. 
There were degrees of alphas, just as there were degrees of 
dominance needed in people. Josiah had even heard there 
were alphas more powerful than his dad. He didn’t want to 
meet them, but maybe he already had—Oscar. Only time 
would tell. 

Josiah kind of tuned out of the conversation as he 
cooked breakfast, listening on the peripheral, as he thought 
of it. He fixed pancakes, eggs and bacon, and by the time it 
was served Oscar and Jodiah seemed to have reached an 
agreement. 

Josiah sat down by his mate and winked at him. “Glad 
to see you two have decided not to kill each other.” 

Jodiah laughed and Oscar shrugged. “We both care 
about you, so we’ll manage. Besides, he’s not too bad once 
he lets go of the whole, ‘don’t look me in the eye without 
genuflecting and calling me god’ thing.” 

Jodiah snorted and slapped a hand over his mouth and 
nose, as he’d been drinking milk. “I don’t do that to begin 


with, but maybe I should. I’ve always wanted to see 
someone genuflect.” 

“You two are going to cause no end of trouble when 
you get together, aren’t you?” Josiah asked, thinking he 
might just keep them apart as much as possible. 

“It’s all him,” Oscar said drolly. “I’m a sweet young 
thang who doesn’t know any better. He’s the old stodgy 
alpha, so he gets the responsibility.” 

“You little shit,” Jodiah muttered, but he made such a 
goofy face Josiah and Oscar both laughed. “I really do like 
him, Josiah—sorry, I really do like you, Oscar,” Jodiah 
corrected when Oscar grumbled. “And I’m glad you can 
take a joke, because once you meet the rest of the family...” 

Josiah cleared his throat and set down his fork. “About 
that, Dad. We kind of have to be leaving very soon.” 

“How soon?” Jodiah asked, not looking happy at all. 
“Your mother is still with the Dallas pack helping her 
sister.” 

“I know.” Josiah sighed and held his hands up as he 
shrugged. “But we have to get to Oscar’s family home in 
Colorado. There’s something very bad happening there 
because of Cole Tavares.” 

Jodiah leant back in his chair and frowned so hard 
lines appeared around his mouth. “The oil millionaire guy? 
Isn’t he a cougar shifter?” He waved a hand before anyone 
could answer. “Yeah he is. I’ve also heard he’s a first-class 
asshole. But what has he done to your family?” he asked 
Oscar. 


Josiah could have hugged his dad for his unquestioning 
faith in Oscar and his family. He didn’t ask what they’d 
done to provoke Tavares, just jumped on their side 
instantly. 

He looked horrified after hearing about Cole Tavares’ 
demand. “I don’t understand how he could be such a sick 
fuck, not that I doubt you, but for us wolves, our children 
are precious.” He reached across the table and ruffled 
Josiah’s hair. “Even if they are a pain in the ass at times, we 
love them and would never want them hurt, much less 
dead. Jesus, with as much money as the man has, who 
knows what other sick shit he might do. He could pay 
someone to kill off his kids.” 

“I don’t think so,” Oscar said after a few seconds. “I 
believe this is more of a survival of the fittest sort of thing 
for Tavares. I think his massive ego is out of control. He 
impregnated as many women as he could, probably just so 
he could do this. Have to make sure only the best gets his 
money and position.” 

“Or not,” Josiah muttered, something horrific niggling 
at his brain. 

Oscar and his dad both looked at him expectantly. 

“What if,” he began, trying to piece it all together as 
he talked. “What if he intends to kill the last survivor 
himself? Tavares isn’t very old, only in his fifties, I think. 
He’s got decades to go before dying, short of any accidents. 
Maybe he regrets fathering so many kids, something he 
Saw aS a way to prove his masculinity or fertileness or what 
the fuck ever when he was younger, but now...” Josiah was 


getting more excited as he talked, sure he was on the right 
track. “Now he’s getting older and richer and he’s had 
years of people trying to get his money, and he’s thinking, 
well, here’s all these offspring I’ve left all over the damn 
place, and I’ve not been exactly good to most of them, 
ignored them or even attacked them if they bothered me. 
How paranoid do you think he might be now?” 

“Very,” Oscar answered, looking startled and 
impressed at the same time. “That makes a very sick sort of 
sense. Jeez, what a twisted guy. I’m so glad my dad is my 
dad, you know?” 

“I do.” Josiah smiled at his own dad, who appeared to 
be fairly impressed himself. “I wouldn’t be the man I am 
today without the awesome dad I have.” 

Jodiah snorted but Josiah could see the pleasure his 
words had caused lighting his father’s features. “You don’t 
have to kiss up to me. I’m willing to do whatever I can to 
help. I’ve got contacts in other packs all over the place, 
including Mexico, so let’s start on a plan before you two 
take off.” 


Chapter Fourteen 


“Your dad’s pretty cool.” Oscar looked out the 
passenger-side window. “Your brother Bobby’s an ass, 
though.” 

Josiah laughed and reached for his hand. “He 
apologised. Bobby and I have always been competitive and 
goaded each other. Part of the whole alpha-personality 
thing.” 

Oscar squeezed his hand and turned to look at him. 
“And he’s still an ass, but I don’t want to hurt him so much 
anymore. I still don’t get the alpha thing, though. I mean, I 
don’t for one second think I’m the boss of my family. 
Grandma Marybeth on the other hand...” He snorted. 
“She’s the matriarch, and maybe she is like our alpha, 
except she isn’t quite as alpha-ish as your dad was at first.” 

Josiah considered it for a moment. “Sounds possible, 
about your grandma, I mean. It also makes sense as you 
told me the shifting gene comes from the maternal side.” 

“Yeah, us males can’t even reproduce with humans, so 
we’re kinda superfluous.” 

“I don’t think so.” Josiah brought Oscar’s hand up fora 
kiss. “I think you are very necessary.” 

“Yeah, but you have to like me, since I’m your mate.” 
Oscar waggled his eyebrows. “And even if I wasn’t, I’m 
irresistible, I know.” 


“You are,” Josiah agreed, trying not to chuckle at the 
smug look on Oscar’s face. “I’d have been on you like a dog 
on a rib bone the second I saw you regardless, just like I 
was at the club once I got the idiots away from you.” 

Oscar fluttered his lashes and his free hand, then 
pressed his palm to his heart. “My hero.” 

“Dork,” Josiah said, giving in and laughing for a 
moment before he sobered. “Stop worrying about the alpha 
stuff, okay? You’re you, which is pretty fucking awesome, 
and that’s what matters.” 

“Its just a lot to take in. Sucks that Grandma 
Marybeth doesn’t know much about our heritage, but we’ve 
got a cousin, Tim, who’s supposed to be going overseas to 
study snow leopards. Of course he’s really hoping to find 
out more about what we are.” 

Josiah couldn’t imagine not knowing all the things he 
did about being a shifter. He’d feel so lost...or maybe not, if 
he didn’t know he didn’t know the stuff. And he was going 
to confuse himself thinking like that. 

“She wanted me to be a story teller, which is like a 
family historian, from what she can remember.” 

Josiah was lost for a second until it dawned on him 
Oscar was still talking about his grandma. 

“T tried, me and Levi and Tim all did. Levi and Tim 
liked sitting there, listening to Grandma try to put together 
what bits and pieces she could remember, or what she felt 
in her gut, you know.” Oscar sighed and rubbed at his 
forehead. “I tried, but I hated it. I was so bored, and it 
reminded me of sitting in school, no matter how different it 


was. I just... I knew she was wrong and I think she did too. 
Really, I think Grandma just wanted to keep an eye on me 
after the mess with Albert.” 

“Probably. She sounds like she loves you a lot. I can’t 
wait to meet her.” He was actually kind of terrified, not that 
he was going to say so, and he was trying really hard to 
keep that thought buried so Oscar didn’t find it. He didn’t 
want to seem like a wuss. 

But maybe he didn’t do such a good job of hiding it, 
because Oscar faced him and grinned. “She’ll love you too, 
don’t worry. Grandma Marybeth is probably going to 
threaten to hurt you if you break my heart. And she’ll 
follow that up by being sweet as honey. When you start 
telling her some of the things about shifters? You are going 
to be her favourite in-law. Maybe just her favourite, 
period.” 

“Right.” Josiah barely kept from rolling his eyes. 
“Although, like you, Iam pretty much irresistible.” 

“Damn right.” Oscar’s grin morphed into something 
heated that sent a bolt of desire to Josiah’s groin. “So. 
We’ve got a long drive, and since we aren’t stopping to get 
a room, what am I supposed to do when I get really horny 
and want to see how you taste?” 

“Jesus Christ,” Josiah rasped, jerking the wheel harder 
than he should have when he veered towards the middle of 
the road. He took a second to calm his racing heart and get 
the truck back in his lane. Then he glared at Oscar from the 
corner of his eye. “You can’t just spout something like that 
with no warning! We’re lucky I didn’t get us killed!” 


Oscar peered in the side mirror and the rear-view. 
“There’s not another vehicle on the road. I did look, by the 
way. I even noticed the sign for the rest area up ahead.” 

Josiah flushed with desire so swiftly he felt light- 
headed, but he didn’t want to make it too easy for Oscar. 
“You do realise we’d be the gay cliché if we mess around at 
a rest area?” He scowled as Oscar chuckled. “Or are we a 
stereotype? Or both? I’ve never been clear on the 
difference.” 

Oscar tapped his thigh. “We’ll be happy and orgasmic 
if you take the damn exit, and isn’t that the important thing 
here?” 

Josiah exited a little faster than he should have. “Yeah, 
keeping you happy is very, very important, and if sucking 
my dick makes you happy, then I can definitely get down 
with it.” He shoved their hands over his aching cock. He’d 
wanted to see Oscar’s lips wrapped around his dick since 
the first time he’d spotted him in LAnnex. Oscar curled his 
hand around Josiah’s length and squeezed. 

“You’re gonna fuck me when we get to my place.” 

Like Josiah was going to argue about that. He wasn’t 
stupid, just protective, but he knew Oscar was capable of 
deciding what he wanted. 

Oscar pointed at a parking spot. “There.” He started 
unbuckling them both. “Park there, we can get out and go 
into that little wooded area. I wonder if whoever designed 
this rest area was gay?” 

Josiah parked and shut the truck off as he laughed. 
“Probably just horny. Don’t have to be gay to appreciate a 


blowjob.” 

“I guess.” Oscar got out of the truck and bounced on 
his toes. He stretched his arms out. It felt good, so he 
raised his arms above his head and arched his back, 
pushing his groin out. 

Josiah ogled him hungrily then got out of the truck 
himself. “I’m just gonna stretch my legs a bit.” 

“You do that.” Oscar arched even more and Josiah 
heard his spine pop. “Be careful, you don’t know what kind 
of miscreants might be in those woods.” 

“Miscreants?” Josiah wrinkled his nose. “Really, Oz?” 

“Just go with it,” Oscar snapped. 

He left with an exaggerated flounce, and headed 
towards the bathrooms. Josiah watched his ass for a 
moment then he turned and looked around the rest area. It 
was almost vacant except for a couple of eighteen wheelers 
parked in the rig area. No one was paying any attention 
that he could tell, so he rubbed a hand over his still-erect 
length and made a beeline towards the trees. 

Once there, he easily picked up the scent of sex, male 
and female, which wasn’t unpleasant exactly, just kind of 
stale. The offensive odour of drugs and other bodily fluids 
was pretty gross, though. Josiah moved further into the 
trees, wishing he had time to shift and run, but he didn’t, 
especially not since Oscar couldn’t shift quickly or 
painlessly. 

After a few minutes, the air in the woods seemed to 
change, as if it thickened, and Josiah knew he was being 
stalked. He tried to attune himself to the sounds, but 


couldn’t pick up even the slightest footfall. The wind was, 
of course, blowing in the wrong damn direction, so he 
turned and moved at a different angle. 

And felt his heart stutter when the scent of cougar 
slammed into his nostrils. Oscar! Josiah let the warning of 
danger fill his mind, trusting their link to work. He tried to 
calculate his position, how far into the trees he’d come and 
stumbled when it occurred to him that Oscar might already 
be in danger, may have even been hurt or something when 
he’d gone into the bathrooms. 

Uncaring of giving away his position since he was 
being tracked anyway, Josiah yelled. “Oscar!” He ran and 
cursed his clothing, his human form. He’d be faster as his 
wolf, but his clothes would trip him up if he shifted and that 
might be all the time his pursuer needed to kill him. 

“Tol” 

Josiah heard Oscar calling off to his right. He turned 
sharp and caught movement from his peripheral vision, two 
cougars stalking him. He was going to have to shift, 
because he stood no chance of living if he tried to fight 
cougars in his human form. Josiah tried to put more 
distance between himself and the cats, but knew if the 
cougars wanted to they’d be on him in seconds. They were 
stalking him, playing with him even. It pissed Josiah off, but 
he couldn’t do anything about it. 

“Get to the truck, Oscar! Get to it and lay on the 
horn!” God, he hoped Oscar heard him! Josiah shoved his 
hand in his jeans pocket and grabbed the key fob. He hit 
the button to unlock the doors—he hoped—and the one for 


the engine. Josiah pulled his hand back out, pumping his 
arms as he ran. It might have only been seconds before he 
heard the horn, but it felt like ages. He wasn’t out of shape 
at all, but the combination of hauling ass, adrenalin, and 
fear for his own life and his mate’s had stripped his body of 
its usual endurance. His lungs and legs burned, as did his 
arms and throat. 

But when he cleared the trees and saw Oscar driving 
his big Dodge up into the grass, swerving around picnic 
tables and trash cans Josiah’s aches and pains disappeared 
under a wave of hope. They were going to make it! 

Josiah dared a glance over his shoulder and shouted 
when one of the cougars lunged out of the trees right at 
him. He veered to his left and dived under a cement picnic 
table as he heard the roar of his truck’s engine. Josiah 
smacked his head hard enough to make him see stars, and 
he blinked away the dancing spots, expecting to find 
himself fighting off a cougar. Josiah already had an arm up 
to protect his throat, but there was no cougar anywhere 
near him. He panted as he tried to sit up, then Oscar was 
there, reaching for him, pulling him out from under the 
table. 

“I hit him,” Oscar was saying, looking pale and shaken. 
“Josiah, are you okay? Can you hear me? I hit that fucker, 
but not hard enough. You smacked your head, you have a 
knot here.” 

“Ow!” The jolt of pain by his temple snapped Josiah out 
of his stupor. “Stop! I’m fine, just...what the fuck happened, 
Oz? How did they find us? What do you mean you hit him? 


Where are they now?” Realisation dawned and he grabbed 
at Oscar, trying to hug him. “With the truck? You mean you 
ran over him? God, Oz, I didn’t ever want you to have to do 
anything—” 

“No,” Oscar said, his voice muffled against Josiah’s 
chest. “Let me go!” Josiah did and Oscar glowered at him. 
“They’re gone. Didn’t you hear the squeal of tires when 
they pealed out of here? The other cougar flipped out and 
turned human, grabbed the cougar I clipped with the 
bumper. I didn’t hit him hard, and just barely caught him, 
just enough to stop him from getting to you. Now I know 
what they both look like since the downed one shifted too. 
As for how they found us, I’m guessing someone followed 
us from the hotel, or your place, since I bet there’s plenty 
of people who know you.” 

“Aw fuck. I bet you’re right.” Josiah touched the spot 
on his head and grimaced when pain spread out from it. “I 
should have thought about that. We were all afraid the 
brothers had been followed, which, yeah, they probably 
were, but we didn’t even consider the possibility of anyone 
following us. Kind of short-sighted.” 

“Kinda,” Oscar agreed, “but we aren’t a bunch of 
psychos who think about offing people for monetary gain, 
or use people for our own ego kicks or paranoia. We’re the 
good guys.” 

“We need to be the smarter guys, too.” 

“Or at least the more devious. We are smarter. It’s the 
‘good guys’ part that keeps us from getting the upper hand, 
since we won't go out and slaughter people.” 


Oscar had a valid point, and anyway Josiah wasn’t in 
any shape to argue. His head was throbbing, and he was 
feeling shaky. “Okay, can you drive for a while?” 

Oscar cupped his chin and studied Josiah intently, a 
worried look creasing Oscar’s brow. “You really did take a 
hard hit to the head, didn’t you? And I can’t even risk 
taking you to a doctor because we’re shifters.” 

“Yup and yup,” Josiah agreed. “It suck if I was 
concussed and did something like shift in front of a doctor 
or whatever.” He started to tremble. “And I was scared y- 
you were going to be h-hurt or h-have to kill ag-gain and—” 

“Shh, shh,” Oscar soothed, his eyes glistening as he 
thumbed Josiah’s lower lip. “It’s okay. We’re okay, right? 
You’ve got a bump, but Tl take care of it, of you. Now come 
on and let me help you into the truck.” 

Josiah wanted to protest that he didn’t need help 
getting into his own truck. Hell, he’d done it on his own 
thousands of times, but he couldn’t quite figure out which 
of his four feet went where. “That’s not good,” he mumbled. 

“No, it’s not.” Oscar sounded worried, and Josiah 
didn’t like it, but when he tried to say so Oscar silenced 
him with a kiss. “Now come on, up you go.” 

So Josiah went, knowing even in his disorientated state 
not to argue with Oscar. 


Chapter Fifteen 


Oscar kept glancing at Josiah, at the lump on the side 
of his head, at his chest moving as he breathed during 
sleep, and all Oscar could think besides how grateful he 
was that his mate was okay, was he would kill anyone who 
ever hurt Josiah again. Fuck the fear of becoming a 
monster. He wasn’t someone who’d kill just for the hell of 
it, but to protect his family, his mate? Yes, and he knew now 
that was just the way he was made, to protect the ones he 
loved. He wasn’t any kind of historian, he was more of a 
guardian. Oscar felt it in his bones. 

Accepting it eased so much of the burden he’d been 
carrying, which was, he knew now, the conflict between 
man and beast, what he was and what he’d been told to be 
in the human world. But he wasn’t strictly human, and the 
world he lived in wasn’t either. He couldn’t apply the same 
laws and rules to shifters, to his dual nature. Wild creatures 
defended themselves and their young, their prides and 
packs and whatever else, they defended them to the death, 
being a fierce protector was a part of Oscar. Fighting it only 
made him miserable, but now that he knew and was 
beginning to understand himself and what was inside him, 
Oscar felt more at peace than he had since just about ever. 

No, he wasn’t proud of killing Albert, but he’d done 
what was necessary. And he’d had no other choice. When 


he’d been bullied in school, he had held back from 
retaliating for the most part. He’d known he could have 
seriously hurt and even killed Richie Burrows, but Oscar 
had kept two things in mind. The first, he’d never expose 
his family’s secret, and second, Richie was as queer as he 
was—and Richie was going to have a fucking miserable life 
because of the things he’d done to Oscar, and because he 
couldn’t accept himself. Karma, Oscar thought, was an 
utter bitch. 

He’d been keeping an eye on the road and, like before, 
when they’d pulled off at the rest area, Oscar didn’t see any 
other vehicles on the road. He’d passed several, though, 
but the stretch they were on right now was pretty much 
deserted. That was good, because he needed to pull over 
and relieve his bladder, and he wanted to make a call and 
check in at home. If the Tavares brothers had caused any 
problems, they’d be in for it, but he also needed to fill his 
dad in on what had happened, and make sure all was good 
at home. It probably was, otherwise someone would have 
called him. 

Oscar checked the GPS and saw that there was a little 
town up ahead. He needed to fuel up the truck, as well as 
pee, and he wanted to wake Josiah again. He’d kept him up 
until about half an hour ago, and frankly it was unnerving 
Oscar to have him sleeping right now. 

He took the next exit and headed for the Exxon gas 
station. When he pulled up to the pump and shut off the 
engine, Josiah’s eyes popped open like he’d been goosed. 


“Where are we?” His speech was slightly slurred, but 
Oscar hoped that was from being woken from a sound 
sleep. 

“Gas station in bumfuck Texas.” Oscar unbuckled 
himself first before taking care of Josiah’s seatbelt. “How 
do you feel?” 

Josiah gingerly touched his head. “Like I’ve been 
kicked in the head by a freaking mule, but other than that, I 
just need to pee really bad.” 

“Me too.” He got out and came around to Josiah’s side 
while Josiah opened his door. “You got it? You could lean on 
me.” 

Josiah shook his head once and groaned. “Fuck, don’t 
let me do that again. And no, I probably shouldn’t lean on 
you. Might get us both killed in a town like this, and 
besides, it’d draw attention to the fact that I got a big ol’ 
knot on my head, and who knows if someone would call the 
cops or what have you.” 

Oscar raised his brows at Josiah’s rambling but he 
stepped back and tried not to hover too much. Once he was 
standing, Josiah seemed to steady himself. “All right, I’m 
not going to keel over.” 

Inside the gas station, the attendant gave them a 
curious look. Oscar went over to talk to him and hopefully 
distract the guy as Josiah headed for the restroom. He paid 
for the gas, guessing at the cost to fill up the truck, and 
wandered around the store picking out snacks and drinks, 
which made his bladder cramp. By the time he’d purchased 
the stuff and Josiah was back at the truck, Oscar was ready 


to explode. He hurried to the bathroom and nearly wept as 
he relieved himself. 

And damned if Josiah wasn’t smirking at him when he 
got to the truck. “I pumped the gas in the time you took to 
piss.” 

“Oh fuck you,” Oscar said, grinning since he was 
joking. “It was a good piss, and maybe that wasn’t all I did 
in there.” 

Josiah sniffed then made a disgusted face. “Gah! 
Remind me not to do that near a gas pump, I think I singed 
all my nose hairs.” 

Oscar laughed so hard he snorted, which made his 
eyes water since the gas fumes were a vicious assault on 
his delicate nasal passages. “Fuck, you did that on 
purpose!” 

“I’m not that smart,” Josiah said, but his eyes were 
sparkling and his lips were curled up in a smile that 
warmed Oscar through and through. 

“I’m glad you weren’t hurt worse.” 

Josiah’s smile didn’t fade exactly, but it turned into 
something darkly sensual as he stared at Oscar. “Me too, 
but I am really pissed about missing out on these”—he 
traced Oscar’s lips—“being wrapped around my dick.” 

Oscar groaned and closed his eyes. He licked Josiah’s 
finger, a surge of desire coiling in his belly when Josiah 
moaned softly. “Fuck, I want you,” Oscar murmured, “in 
me, somewhere. Mouth or ass, I don’t care, I just need you, 
Jo.” 


“You can have me, any time you're ready.” 


Oscar opened his eyes and shook his head. “You’re 
hurt, and I’m being selfish. We’ll wait a day or two.” 

“Hell no,” Josiah snapped, surprising Oscar. “I am not 
so injured I can’t have a blowjob! That kind of injured 
would be...would be dead, Oz! Now maybe I’m not up to 
thrusting and thrashing around, but I can damn sure put 
my seat back and lay here and let you suck me dry.” 

They shouldn’t. He should say no. He was the 
reasonable one right now, the one who wasn’t hurt and 
supposedly in possession of all his faculties. 

“Oscar,” Josiah rumbled, “stop it. Look at me.” 

Oscar was looking at him, but not in the right spot. 
Josiah tipped his chin down and Oscar followed the line of 
sight. “Oh.” 

Josiah finished freeing his cock. The long, hard length 
was dark red, the cap leaking already. “This hurts as much 
as my headache.” 

“Cheesy line.” Oscar licked his lips, watching Josiah 
slowly stroking himself. “Can you get your balls out too?” 

Josiah did just that instead of answering verbally, and 
Oscar could have swooned, had he been the type. As it was, 
he grunted and told Josiah to buckle up. “But leave your 
cock and balls out. Keep yourself hard until I can find 
somewhere a little more private.” 

‘Somewhere’ turned out to be the backside of the gas 
station where several rigs were parked. Oscar manoeuvred 
the truck between two of them, driving down to the end of 
the trailers. He hoped the windows were tinted enough, but 
if not, oh fucking well, he was doing this. 


“Put your seat back as far as you can,” he ordered, but 
Josiah was already doing it at the same time as Oscar was 
wiggling his jeans down lower. 

Oscar crawled over and knelt on the floorboard 
between Josiah’s legs, which took some doing considering 
he still had his pants on. He ran his hands up Josiah’s 
thickly furred legs until he thumbed Josiah’s balls. Careful 
not to use too much force, Oscar pushed, adding pressure 
to his sac and Josiah’s breathing immediately sped up. 

“Yeah, more, Oz, please. Don’t stop touching me.” 

Oscar looked up and thought he’d never seen anything 
sexier than Josiah reclined in the seat, his hands clenched 
over his belly, head down to watch as Oscar played with his 
balls. Oscar gave him a wicked smirk and held the base of 
Josiah’s cock. He’d never sucked dick before, but he was 
determined to do a damned fine job of it. Josiah’s breath 
stuttered as Oscar leaned up and licked under his glans. He 
tongued the bundle of nerves there and delighted in the 
shiver that shook Josiah, the way his thighs quivered and 
the whimper that slipped from his lips. It gave him a thrill 
of power to know he affected Josiah so. 

He was going to enjoy doing this, and he’d just as 
surely be at Josiah’s mercy when their positions were 
reversed. 

Oscar had enough mind to unfasten his own jeans and 
fish his cock out. He had no delusions about being able to 
last while he sucked Josiah off. Once he had himself in 
hand, Oscar licked down to Josiah’s balls, crinkling his nose 


at the way Josiah’s pubes tickled his nose. He sucked a nut 
into his mouth as he started jacking Josiah’s dick. 

“Oh, yeah, baby,” Josiah babbled, sounding like one of 
the pornos Oscar had watched on his laptop. Usually he 
turned the volume off because the guys really couldn’t act 
for shit, but hearing Josiah make those sounds, spew those 
words, just lit Oscar up inside. “Suck my dick, please, come 
on, up here.” 

Oscar let Josiah beg for a few minutes more as he 
learned every taste and texture of Josiah’s balls. He tried to 
lick further down, eager to taste his mate’s ass, but it was 
virtually impossible with the way they were positioned. He 
settled for wedging a finger in that dark cleft and pressing 
into Josiah’s hole. Josiah choked on the words he was 
saying, and he slapped at Oscar’s shoulders as he shook. 

“You like this?” Oscar asked, lowering his voice to the 
smooth purr he knew Josiah liked. “No lube, just my finger 
—fingers,” he corrected, pushing another in. 

“Fuck yeah, fill me up, Oz, make me burn.” Josiah’s 
voice was so deep and broken, and Oscar wanted to hear it 
even more so. He pushed his fingers in deep and at the 
same time he surged up and tongued Josiah’s slit. 

“Ah! Ah!” Josiah panted. He gripped the back of 
Oscar’s neck tight. “Open.” 

Oscar did, eagerly, and promptly gagged when Josiah, 
contrary to his earlier claims, thrust up eagerly. 

“Sorry, I’m sorry.” Josiah started to withdraw. 

Oscar growled around the dick in his mouth and dived 
down, determined to get the damn thing in his throat. 


Every time he gagged, Josiah would apologise until Oscar 
scraped that tender flesh with his teeth. The rough 
treatment spurred Josiah to do exactly what Oscar wanted, 
even if he hadn’t known it until it happened. Josiah placed 
his other hand on the back of Oscar’s head and began 
fucking his mouth, forcing his length in deeper each time, 
and also fucking himself on Oscar’s fingers, all the while 
reeling off more filthy talk. 

“Take it, baby, oh yeah, just like that,” Josiah rasped, 
breaching Oscar’s throat. “Ung!” Josiah’s head dropped 
back right after Oscar saw the whites of his eyes, but his 
grip on Oscar didn’t loosen in the slightest. And the talk 
didn’t stop, even if it didn’t exactly make sense. “Fucking 
hell, your mouth is heaven, Oz. Heaven, so eager and hot, 
yeah, more, baby. You look gorgeous sucking me.” 

Oscar finally was able to take Josiah into his throat 
without feeling like he was going to choke, but swallowing 
took a few tries. He sucked hard when Josiah withdrew, 
slicked his tongue all over Josiah’s dick upon re-entry. He 
had the forethought to curl his fingers just before Josiah 
sank into his throat. Oscar swallowed. 

“Fuck!” Josiah shrieked loud enough to wake the truck 
drivers on either side of them, if they were sleeping. 

Oscar nearly coughed when hot liquid hit his throat, 
but he pulled back and swallowed eagerly as the rest 
spurted onto his tongue. He sucked until Josiah whimpered, 
his cock softening and his ring stopped spasming around 
Oscar’s fingers. Oscar added a lick to Josiah’s dick that 
made him whine before he slipped his fingers out and, 


uncaring of anyone who might see at this point, he crawled 
up and straddled Josiah’s lap. 

“Lift your shirt up,” he said, grunting around the 
words. Oscar jerked his dick with harsh strokes, impatient 
and aching. “Hurry! Gonna fucking mark you again.” 

“Yes,” Josiah hissed and he tore at his shirt, splitting it 
down the middle. 

Just before his vision went white, Oscar had the 
thought that they were going to have to invest in a shitload 
of T-shirts. Any amusement he felt was drowned out by 
pleasure as it burst from his balls to his dick. 

His shout rang out in the cab of the truck, matching 
the splatter of cum on Josiah’s skin. After that, he just 
grunted and he painted his load onto Josiah. When he’d 
finally finished coming, Oscar blinked rapidly until he could 
focus, and the first thing he saw was the cum stringing 
from Josiah’s chin. Oscar leant forward and lapped at it, 
then proceeded to lick Josiah clean. By the time he was 
done, Josiah’s dick was hard again even though his features 
were pinched with pain. 

Oscar pressed a soothing kiss to his forehead, pausing 
for a moment just to feel Josiah’s skin against his lips. He 
reached over and buckled him up, not bothering with 
covering Josiah’s fine chest. 

“Rest,” Oscar ordered, “your dick can wait until we get 
home.” And so could his. 


Chapter Sixteen 


The sixteen-hour drive seemed twice as long to Josiah, 
partially because he didn’t do most of the driving—any of it 
after he hit his head—and partially because his brain was 
trying to pound its way out of his skull. He felt guilty about 
not pulling his share, but Oscar’s pleasure at being able to 
take care of him, and the confidence doing so gave him, 
eased Josiah’s conscience somewhat. 

There seemed to have been a shift in Oscar’s mindset, 
like he’d made peace with what he’d done, what he’d been 
through, and Josiah wondered what the hell he’d missed, 
sleeping so much. When he asked, though, Oscar said 
nothing had happened, he just had his priorities right. 
Josiah thought he did. 

“Home’s right down here,” Oscar said as he turned 
down a gravelly road. It was just past sunrise and Oscar 
sounded tired but happy. “If you’re up to it, we’ll stop at the 
house and say hi to everyone, see if there’s been any news 
since yesterday. After a short visit, we’ll go to my cabin and 
sleep for a while.” 

“I’m good, just feel grungy.” And he could still smell 
their cum, which had given him a boner off and on for 
hours. “Uhm. Maybe we should shower first, brush our 
teeth? Oz, I smell like spooge.” 


“Spooge,” Oscar scoffed, “what are you, twelve?” He 
laughed and grabbed for Josiah’s hand. “Seriously, though, 
that word always makes me think of ectoplasm, and I’ve 
never been able to figure out why.” 

Josiah frowned until his head throbbed harder. “What 
the fuck? Ectoplasm?” 

Oscar’s cheeks pinked and he shot Josiah a dirty look. 
“Yeah, you know, ghost goo, and maybe that’s why, the 
double-o thing. Ghost goo makes me think of ghost cum, 
and spook and spooge and—stop laughing, you ass!” 

Josiah couldn’t help it, although he had to let go of 
Oscar’s hand and hold his head. “Sorry, your thinking is 
circuitous...maybe. It might just be wrong.” 

“It’s not my fault you’re not keeping up with me here,” 
Oscar grumbled. “I’m going to blame the head injury for 
now, but I reserve the right to change that at a later date.” 

“Denied,” Josiah quipped. He breathed a relieved sigh 
when they drove past a big house with Henry’s truck 
parked out front. The Tavares’ brothers had ditched their 
van and rode with Henry, since no one was sure it couldn’t 
be tracked. 

“My cabin’s down that way, but not too far.” 

Josiah grunted, looking out the window at the thick 
growth of trees and the mountains. They were beautiful, 
and not too far of a distance. Maybe someday they could go 
exploring as men and beasts, at least around the lower 
region. Josiah wasn’t too sure how his dislike of heights 
would work should they try hiking to a mountain peak. 


“Jesus, Oz, it is gorgeous here. I don’t see why anyone 
would ever want to leave.” 

“Me either, I guess.” Oscar was silent for a moment, 
and Josiah could feel the subtle joy he experienced at 
returning home. “Maybe to find their mate, but that’s about 
it. This place is as close to earthly perfection as exists, I 
think.” 

“Yeah it is.” Josiah leaned his forehead against the 
glass, observing the way the wind moved the trees, and 
lower, the bushes. Something about it snared his attention. 
He gave a startled curse as two felines leapt out from the 
greenery. “Fuck, Oz! Family?” 

Snow leopard and cougar. Levi and Lyndon, then. 

“Yeah, that’s who it is, assholes,” Oscar groused, but 
he truly didn’t sound mad. “They could have at least let us 
have a little time alone.” 

Josiah watched the cats lope along with the truck. He 
was pretty sure both of them were giving him the kitty 
version of the evil eye. 

“I’m your kitty,” Oscar sniped, and Josiah turned away 
from the cats outside to the catty man inside, who 
obviously didn’t agree with Josiah’s assessment. “That’s not 
funny. I am not catty.” 

Josiah crooked his head and Oscar sighed. “Fine, fine, 
I’m being catty now, but you haven’t called me your kitty in 
a while and I like it, okay? So don’t call them that, even 
thinking it, especially when I can hear what you think.” 

“Okay,” Josiah said, pleased by the little bit of jealousy. 
“But, I’d like to point out, I don’t know when our bond is 


working now. It didn’t seem very strong even yesterday.” 

“Yeah, I know, but I’ve been picking up bits of your 
thoughts more and more. Didn’t you say it’d get stronger?” 

“Over time. And by over time, I meant years, not 
hours.” 

Oscar chuckled as he pulled up to a mid-sized cabin 
with a large front porch. “Well, we’re spe-shul,” he said, 
dragging out the 1l. “No, I hope you’re prepared to be 
questioned and possibly intimidated by two overprotective, 
nosy, interfering—” 

Josiah didn’t hear the rest of Oscar’s rant because he 
was Staring in horror as the snow leopard contorted and 
mewled. Minutes later, the cat finished shifting into a man. 
Jesus, but that looked like it hurt. Except the guy had a 
stiffy when he was done, and Josiah turned away quickly 
because Oscar and the cougar, Lyndon, were both scowling 
at him. 

How the hell was it his fault Levi got a boner from 
shifting? 

“It’s not,” Oscar sighed. He slapped Lyndon’s chest, 
leaving a handprint behind. “Quit glaring and do something 
useful, like cover your goddamned dangly bits!” 

“It’s not what?” Levi asked, stopping beside Josiah to 
glare at him. 

Josiah rolled his eyes. “Really? You want to do this, 
have some pissing contest because your brother’s fucking 
me?” 

The cougar shifter, Lyndon, visually raked Josiah from 
head to toe. “He’s fucking you? I would have thought it’d 


be the other way around.” 

Levi turned and spoke to Lyndon just as Oscar 
smacked the cougar again. “You shut your trap, love. You 
should know you can’t judge a gay man by his size. Geez.” 

“Besides, he’ll be fucking me as soon as everyone 
leaves us alone!” Oscar yelled. “What the hell, Levi? 
Lyndon? He’s my mate, you know, like what Grandma was 
talking about? So back the fuck off.” 

“And I’m injured,” Josiah added, a little smugly. Even 
so, he could take one of the two men. 

Levi eyed him for a couple of seconds in which he 
seemed to judge Josiah and find him lacking since he then 
scowled and started to reach for his head. 

“Don’t,” Oscar and Lyndon both snapped, and Levi 
appeared chagrined as he dropped his hand and stepped 
back. 

“I forget how possessive mates can be.” Levi held his 
hand out but turned his head and stuck out his tongue at 
Oscar and Lyndon before asking, “Is this okay? Jackasses.” 
He looked back at Josiah. “I’m sure you’ve figured it out, 
but I’m Levi Travis, the second youngest in the family. I’m 
betting Orion and Drake will be here soon. That guy beside 
your mate is my mate, Lyndon.” 

Lyndon walked over and Josiah wished he’d covered 
up. Interested or not, it was hard not to watch a man’s dick 
flapping in the breeze when it was that size. 

“No kidding.” Oscar’s agreement rang clear in Josiah’s 
head. “He’s almost as well-hung as you are.” 


Oh, Josiah was going to make sure Oscar reaped the 
benefits of that bit of flattery—once he was sure his head 
wouldn’t blow up. After introducing themselves, Oscar got 
the nude men some sweats and once he was covered, 
Lyndon and Josiah chatted about Lyndon’s half-brothers, 
the ones he’d met. He wasn’t particularly fond of them, but 
was trying. 

“T think they are trying to do the right thing, whatever 
it may be. And on that note, I’m going to shower.” Josiah 
left Oscar on the couch chatting and started for the 
bathroom. The inside of the cabin was lovely, decorated 
with dark wooden furniture with hints of bright colour in 
the pillows and paintings. There were carved wooden 
statues of leopards, so finely made they could almost be 
real. Josiah stopped to touch one. 

“I made that.” 

He peered over his shoulder at Levi. “It looks like 
something that should be in a gallery or a museum. I don’t 
know a lot about art, but this is beautiful.” 

Levi ducked his head in acknowledgement. “Thanks. 
Look, we’re protective—” 

“No,” Josiah interrupted, anger welling up that he 
hadn’t realised he was carrying. Levi opened his mouth to 
speak and Josiah bulldozed right over him. “No, y'all aren’t. 
Not enough, or you weren’t. Or maybe it’s that y’all didn’t 
look, didn’t want to see. But no one was protective enough, 
not when it came to Oscar.” 

“Josiah,” Oscar said as he got up off the couch. “It isn’t 
their fault.” 


Levi swung around and took a step towards Oscar. 
“What isn’t our fault? If something happened to you, then 
yeah, it is. We’re supposed to take care of each other, like 
you did for me after Lyndon ran off on me!” 

“Sorry, Oz, it just spewed out. I didn’t realise until I 
said it how much it was bothering me.” Josiah filled the 
thought with all the sincerity he felt, and a rush of warmth 
was returned to him. 

“It’s all right, Josiah. I should have told them, trusted 
them not to go ballistic and do something that’d endanger 
us all. Go on and shower while we talk.” 

Oscar slipped past Levi, ignoring his questions. Josiah 
held Oscar as Oscar stood on his tiptoes and kissed him, a 
sweet, tender caress of lips and tongue that made Josiah 
want to weep with gratitude. 

“Go on, call me if you need me.” Oscar stepped back 
and Josiah let him go. He yelped when he got a slap to his 
ass, and Oscar smirked at him. “We’re getting too mushy in 
front of the sibs.” 

After another peck on Oscar’s lips, Josiah went into the 
bathroom. Contrary to the dark wood in the rest of the 
house, the bathroom was painted a sunny yellow. There was 
a separate shower across from an old but well-kept claw- 
footed bathtub. Josiah grabbed a thick baby blue towel 
from a stack on a shelf and after a quick internal debate 
and a check-in with Oscar, he plugged the bathtub and 
started the water. 

Oscar was talking with his brother, really talking for 
maybe the first time, and Josiah wanted them to be able to 


talk, just the two of them together, because Lyndon had 
left, and Josiah could feel most of what Oscar was feeling, 
but it was important that the brothers be given this time 
alone. Josiah tried to keep out of it. He would rather Oscar 
tell him later what had been said. Besides which, his head 
was pounding. 

And it pounded harder when he first stepped into the 
tub, so much so he thought he might pass out. Soon, 
though, the water started working its magic, soothing his 
sore muscles, cramped from hours on the road. His head 
settled on a dull, faint throb, and his eyes drifted shut after 
he’d scrubbed himself. He gave a thought to shaving but 
decided he’d deal with it later. Right now it just felt really 
good to lie in the tub and relax. He had a feeling it’d be a 
while before he got to chill in such a way again, once the 
rest of Oscar’s family figured out he was home. 


Chapter Seventeen 


“No one is bothering him until he feels better,” Oscar 
repeated. He’d chased off everyone else, but Grandma 
Marybeth was not backing down. Usually no one argued 
with her, but he was feeling protective over his mate. 
“Besides, you'll grill him and try that whole ‘if you break 
my grandson’s heart’ thing and he’s hurt, like I keep 
saying. He needs to rest.” 

Grandma Marybeth narrowed her eyes, and before 
Oscar could dodge it, she reached out a finger and flicked 
his nose. 

“Ouch!” he yelped. “Grandma, what the he—Stop!” 
The second flick was even harder. 

“Oscar, what’s the problem?” Josiah called out from 
the bedroom where he’d been napping. 

Oscar heard Josiah’s footsteps as Grandma Marybeth 
shot him a triumphant look. How the hell had she got past 
him and into the house? 

“She’s a sharp one, your grandma.” 

Oscar scowled at Josiah’s mental commentary. 
Grandma Marybeth lifted her hand, finger extended, and 
Oscar leapt back, putting his hands up between them. “I’m 
sorry. Geez, Grandma, he’s my mate. You were right about 
that stuff. And why’d you flick me twice?” Admittedly, he’d 
probably deserved the first one. 


Grandma Marybeth shook her finger at him. “Your 
mouth, Oscar. Just because you’re an adult now doesn’t 
mean you can cuss like a sailor, and not at me, that’s for 
sure.” 

“Sorry, Grandma,” Oscar murmured as Josiah joined 
them. He looked Josiah over. “You look like you got some 
rest.” 

“I did.” Josiah held out his hand to Marybeth. “Mrs 
Travis, I’m Josiah Baker, Oscar’s mate. I’ve heard many 
wonderful things about you.” 

“Laying it on thick much,” Oscar muttered, only to 
yelp when his nose was thwacked again. “Enough already!” 

“If you don’t like it, you better watch your mouth,” 
Grandma Marybeth scolded, “or lll have your mate turn 
you over his knee!” 

And just like that, Oscar had a goddamned boner with 
his grandma in the room. Josiah smirked and Oscar glared 
and excused himself. When he came back, having thumped 
his dick hard enough to bring tears to his eyes and 
successfully kill his erection—Oscar found them in the 
kitchen. Josiah was seated at the table while Grandma 
stirred something on the stove. 

“What are you making?” he asked as soon as there was 
a break in the conversation. 

Marybeth lifted the pot up and poured a golden liquid 
into two cups. She handed one to Oscar. “Same thing I 
made when you lost your fingers. It’s a home remedy I 
found in a book years ago. Most drugs don’t affect us that I 
know of, and Josiah says the same. Aspirin and all those 


types of medicines are useless. He was telling me his pack 
has a medicine man who will probably share all his cures 
and treatments with me.” 

Her excitement was contagious, and Oscar kept 
grinning as he watched her hand Josiah his mug. Josiah 
took a sip and his eyes sprung wide open before dropping 
closed. He moaned, and Oscar found himself right back 
where he’d been before he’d gone into his bedroom. He 
pinched himself discreetly while his grandma preened and 
cooed over Josiah. Under control once more, he watched 
the interaction between the other two, and it filled him with 
a happiness he’d never experienced before. 

Grandma Marybeth came over to him and hugged him 
so suddenly and with enough strength his back popped. 
“You should have told us about that stupid boy who bullied 
you in school,” she said, squeezing him tighter. “I would 
have talked to his grandma. She would have taken a belt to 
his backside, and his momma and daddy’s, too. But it’s 
done now, and I’m not going to be angry because you didn’t 
trust us enough to confide in us.” 

“I—” Oscar started to defend his actions but stopped. 
She was right. He’d not trusted them and, maybe even 
more, he didn’t want to appear weak and unable to handle 
the situation on his own. “I wanted everyone to stop 
thinking of me as a baby,” he offered, which was the truth. 
“I thought if I didn’t come crying to you all about it, it'd 
mean I was tough, like everyone else in the family.” 

Grandma Marybeth patted him gently then took a step 
back. “Oz, I hope you know now that being strong doesn’t 


mean suffering in silence. The strongest people are those 
who know when to ask for help.” 

The profoundness of that rocked him to his core, and 
he teared up. Grandma Marybeth touched his cheek and 
left. The next thing Oscar knew, he was in Josiah’s strong 
arms, rocking with him gently from side to side. 

“I do know that, now,” Oscar offered around a sniffle. 

“I know you do.” Josiah held him like that, gentle and 
calm, until Oscar no longer felt he might bawl at the drop 
of a hat. He looked up at Josiah and didn’t see the flare of 
pain that’d been in his eyes earlier. 

“How’s your head?” 

The wicked glint in Josiah’s eyes had Oscar expecting 
a raunchy answer, but Josiah merely kissed Oscar’s nose. 
“It’s fine, but your nose is red. Marybeth really has a mean 
flick, huh?” 

“That’s nothing compared to when she gets you by the 
ear,” Oscar said, “I’m surprised I don’t have big ol’ 
elephant ears along with a trunk between all the abuse my 
nose and ears have taken.” 

This time Josiah’s words and actions matched the glint 
in his eyes. He took one of Oscar’s hands and placed it over 
Oscar’s stiffening dick. Oscar had felt his hand on his own 
shaft hundreds of times, but it was much more erotic with 
Josiah’s hand on top of his, pressing down harder with each 
second. 

“Do I even need to make a crack about you having a 
trunk?” Josiah asked, adding a good rub to the pressure. 


“No,” Oscar squeaked, too horny to care that he 
sounded like he’d swallowed a mouse. 

Josiah’s grin was just sinful. He reached around Oscar 
with his other hand and dug his fingers into the seam down 
the centre of his bottoms. “Do you still want me to fuck 
you?” His fingers seemed to burn Oscar’s flesh, heating his 
crack all the way down to his asshole. Did he want Josiah to 
fuck him? Duh! 

“Got it,” Josiah murmured, right before crushing 
Oscar’s lips under his. 

Oscar scrabbled for a hold as Josiah bent him over, 
arching his back and ravaging his mouth with a hunger 
unlike any Oscar had experienced before. Josiah’s breath 
gusted over Oscar’s face, warm and moist. Then Josiah 
sank his tongue into every crevice in Oscar’s mouth. His 
lips began to ache and his cock throbbed, and the spot 
nestled between his butt cheeks seemed to pound with an 
emptiness and need that was almost frightening in its 
intensity. 

Josiah raised him up swiftly, making Oscar’s head spin. 
“I’m going to make you feel so good you scream.” 

Oscar wasn’t far from it now. Josiah gave him a fierce 
look and pulled Oscar against him. He shoved his hands 
down the back of Oscar’s sweats and grabbed his ass. 
“Here,” he said. Josiah parted Oscar’s cheeks. He inserted 
fingertips into his hole. “This is mine.” Josiah pressed in 
just enough to cause a slight burn and Oscar jerked while 
pre-cum began to leak from his dick. “You like this.” He 
worked his digits in deeper and Oscar panted, unable to do 


anything other than just feel. Just when Oscar was ready to 
give in to the urge to push back into the penetration, 
Josiah’s fingers were gone, leaving Oscar empty. 

“I’m not going to hurt you, not like that,” Josiah 
informed him when Oscar could only glare accusingly at 
him. “But I am going to mark you this time, like you did me. 
Deeper than I did before. When I fill you with my cum, your 
blood will fill my mouth, and we’ll mix our essences 
together completely.” 

It sounded corny but right, and Oscar couldn’t wait. 
“You better hurry up and fuck me, bite me, make me yours 
and all that. Just do something!” 

Josiah snarled and scooped Oscar up over his shoulder, 
which was not what Oscar had in mind at all. “Put me down 
—” he began, then stopped once he realised he had access 
to Josiah’s sweet ass. “Nevermind.” Oscar quickly got his 
hands where he wanted them, holding Josiah’s cheeks and 
teasing his opening with his thumbs. 

“Jesus, Oz, you’re making my knees weak! Do you 
know how hard it is to walk when my legs are being turned 
to jelly?” Josiah swatted him on the butt and Oscar 
rewarded him by pushing a thumb inside. “Fuck fuck fuck!” 

They might not make it to the bedroom, all things 
considered, but Oscar couldn’t seem to stop touching 
Josiah inside and out. He bit the small of Josiah’s back and 
rubbed the inside of his hole. That got him another smack 
and Oscar started humping Josiah’s shoulder. “Do it again 
and I’m gonna come,” he warned, then promptly went back 
to nibbling on Josiah and teasing his pucker. 


“I’m so gonna fuck you through next week,” Josiah 
warned. “And if you come before I want you to? Just means 
more time to drive you crazy.” Josiah got them through the 
entry to the bedroom before he landed another swat. It was 
harder than the previous one and sent a stinging sensation 
all the way down to Oscar’s knees. He moaned and twisted 
his other thumb into Josiah’s opening. “You want me to 
redden your ass, don’t you? I liked it when you slapped my 
ass, a lot.” 

Oscar raised his head up long enough to say, “Yup,” 
before going back to sucking up a series of marks wherever 
he could. He didn’t make much progress before he was 
tossed down on the bed. Josiah came right down on top of 
him, forcing the air from his lungs. He captured Oscar’s 
lips in another searing kiss. 

Josiah licked Oscar from his mouth to his hairline. 
Then he pinched Oscar’s nipples. “I’ve been looking at 
these babies ever since I woke up and saw you shirtless. 
You’ve got the sexiest little tits, soft and topped with pink 
nipples that make me want to bite them.” 

Which he did, and Oscar clawed at him, at the bed, 
anywhere he could reach as Josiah worked his nipples over 
and left whisker burn and love bites all over his chest. 
Josiah scraped the nubs with his teeth and twisted them, 
and sucked until Oscar screamed. The pleasure and pain 
tangled hopelessly together, tearing his orgasm from him 
long before he wanted to come. 

He didn’t even get a chance to crash from that high 
before Josiah was right back at his nipples. “Gonna make 


sure you feel me for days, Oz.” 

That was more than fine with him, because he was 
definitely addicted to what Josiah was doing to him. And 
Josiah was moaning as well, every time Oscar would 
scratch him or rub on him just right. 

When Oscar’s nipples were too sensitive for another 
touch, Josiah blew gently on them and Oscar felt like a live 
wire had been hooked to his chest. Josiah’s self-satisfied 
smirk was too well-earned for Oscar to snark about, so he 
let it go. 

But he was going to wipe that smugness right off 
Josiah’s face. Oscar grabbed Josiah’s jaw and tugged. 

“What?” Josiah said, “I have a plan here.” 

Oscar licked his lips. “Well, I have a better one 
involving your dick and my mouth.” 

Damn, his mate could move. Josiah straddled his chest 
in seconds. “Open up and take it.” 

Oscar turned his head from side to side, rubbing 
Josiah’s dick on his face. “I love how dirty you talk when I 
do this.” 

Josiah cupped his chin and turned Oscar’s face from 
side to side so his lips rubbed Josiah’s cock head. “I’ll talk 
as fucking dirty as you want if you’ll just fucking open your 
mouth!” 

“Whatever you want, Jo.” 

Oscar parted his lips just enough to let Josiah begin to 
slip in. He wanted Josiah to grab the control, to wrest it 
from him and just own his mouth. 


“I got it,” Josiah rumbled. He braced the back of 
Oscar’s neck with one hand and his cheek and jaw with the 
other. “You’re gonna take it all, now.” 

Oscar tried to tongue Josiah’s dick, tried to suck, but 
Josiah pressed his fingers to Oscar’s jaw, forcing it open 
wider and breaking the vacuum Oscar was trying to create. 

“Nuh uh. You’re just gonna open wide and take what I 
give you. No tongue, no sucking,” Josiah instructed, “just 
me fucking your mouth for as long as I want.” 

Oscar started to close his eyes as he went slack-jawed, 
but Josiah pulled out and tapped Oscar’s mouth with his 
cock. “Eyes open, Oz. I want to see you.” 

Oscar opened his eyes, aware that Josiah wanted to 
make sure he was completely into what was happening. 
Maybe their connection was skewed during sex or 
something, or maybe Josiah just wanted more—as much of 
a connection between them as possible. Either way, Oscar 
was lost in Josiah’s eyes as soon as they locked gazes. He 
knew without a doubt Josiah could do anything and he 
would trust Josiah not to truly hurt him. 

“That’s it, baby,” Josiah crooned, “give it to me. Now 
you know what I want.” 

Yes, he did know. Josiah wanted his trust, and Oscar, 
taking a leap he’d never thought possible, gave it, along 
with a piece of his soul. 


Chapter Eighteen 


In and out, Josiah filled Oscar’s mouth over and over 
again, slid deeper into his throat then stilled. Oscar 
swallowed around his length, always watching him, hardly 
even blinking. Josiah withdrew most of his shaft, leaving 
just his tip in Oscar’s mouth. He thrust back in, rougher 
than he’d intended to but Oscar’s eagerness was making 
his balls ache and his climax was already beginning to heat 
his groin. 

“Fuck, baby, you are something,” Josiah rasped, 
working his hips faster, tipping his dick into Oscar’s throat 
then sliding back out. “I’m gonna come all over you, like 
you did to me in the truck. Gonna paint your face, rub it in, 
you want me to do that?” He paused before thrusting again 
so Oscar could answer. 

“Please,” Oscar whispered, his voice raw from Josiah’s 
cock. “And leave it.” 

Josiah was confused for a split-second until it dawned 
on him that Oscar didn’t want the cum licked off, like he’d 
done to Josiah. The idea made him so aroused he couldn’t 
even answer. He tightened his hold on Oscar and thrust in 
slowly, enjoying the way Oscar just...just let him do it. A 
few pumps and Josiah grunted when his balls shot spunk up 
through his cock. Josiah withdrew and wanted to shout with 
each spurt of semen that splattered across Oscar’s face. It 


landed in his hair and eyebrow, across his lashes and 
eyelid. 

By the time his dick had stopped twitching, Oscar had 
cum dripping from his cheek and the tip of his nose, and 
still he looked at Josiah, his eyes glowing with pride. 
Josiah’s hand shook but he began rubbing the cooling 
semen into Oscar’s skin, and only then did Oscar close his 
eyes and purr with pleasure. 

“It’s in your hair, too,” he explained, working the sticky 
mess in the soft blond strands. It’d be a bitch to get out, 
but at least Oscar’s hair was short, otherwise... Josiah 
snorted. 

“Mmm, yeah, don’t go there,” Oscar mumbled. “Don’t 
wanna think about spunky dreadlocks.” 

“What do you want to think about?” 

Oscar started to rub his eye but stopped. “Maybe we 
should wipe this one off. It’s beginning to itch since your 
spooge is drying.” He closed that eye. “Once we do that, we 
can get you hard again so you can fuck me. And maybe I 
can come once or twice, too. That’d be great.” 

Josiah twisted around and looked behind him. “Ah. 
You’re hard again, excellent. Hope you can stay that way 
while I’m rimming you.” 

“Oh my fucking—Jo!” Oscar grabbed Josiah’s thighs 
and squeezed bruisingly hard. “You can’t just say that like 
it’s nothing. I almost came just from hearing it.” 

Josiah got up and considered the problem. “Yeah, your 
cock is leaking pre-cum pretty steadily. I don’t think you’re 
going to be able to hold out without some help, and I need 
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you to, because I’m—” He caught himself and held up a 
finger. “Hold that thought. Let me get a wash cloth and 
something to help you keep from climaxing too fast.” 

Josiah dashed to the bathroom and turned on the 
water. He set a washcloth under the stream while he dug 
through the cabinets and shelves. When he found a ball of 
yarn he couldn’t keep from chuckling. Josiah tucked the 
yarn under his chin so he could turn off the water and 
wrung out the cloth. With it in one hand and the yarn in the 
other, he went back to the bedroom. 

He stopped in the doorway and took a minute to drink 
in the sight of Oscar, naked and hard, laid out and waiting 
for him. His cock started to fill. It wouldn’t be long before 
he was ready to go again, but first things first. 

Josiah walked over to the bed and set the yarn down. 
“I’m going to clean your eye real quick, and we’re going to 
have a little chat, kitty.” 

Oscar popped open the spunk-less eye. “Chat? I 
thought you were gonna, you know...” 

Josiah ran the cloth gently over Oscar’s skin. “Gonna 
what? Rim you?” Oscar sure liked the dirty talk, and Josiah 
enjoyed giving Oscar what he wanted. 

Oscar grinned. “I prefer this version: you were gonna 
eat my ass until I scream. Right? Sounds better, don’t you 
think?” 

Josiah’s hand jerked as Oscar made the correction, as 
did Josiah’s cock, growing erect in a rush. “You are trying 
to make my heart stop, aren’t you, talking like that. And 
you said J talk dirty!” 


“Mmhmm, you do,” Oscar agreed. “But I like it, and I 
like watching you lose your cool, like you did just then. Are 
you gonna spank me, too?” 

“Fucking hell.” Josiah tossed the washcloth aside. 
“You’re going to make me poke your eyeball out!” He 
swiped over the damp skin with the pad of his thumb. “And 
no, I’m not going to spank you, not like all proper over my 
knee, anyways. I can’t say I won’t slap your little ass while 
I’m fucking it, or eating it, but that’s not what you meant.” 

“It’s not, and whatever you’re doing to me will be 
fucking fantastic, I’m sure, so can we get to it already?” 
Oscar batted his lashes, but the damp ones clumped and 
made him look kind of sleepy-eyed. 

“First things first.” Josiah picked up the yarn and 
showed it to Oscar. “Really, baby, you have a thing about 
clichés, don’t you?” 

Oscar went red from his chest to the tips of his ears. 
“So? It’s stress relief. When I’m stressed, I like to play with 
it.” His eyes widened and he shut his mouth so fast his 
teeth clicked loudly. 

Josiah looked at the yarn for a moment. He grinned 
and turned his gaze to Oscar. “You really do play with it?” 
Oscar nodded with a reluctance Josiah could feel. “And do 
you only play with it when you’re a kitty?” 

Oscar scowled. “Duh! It’s not as much fun when I’m— 
oh!” He sat up and popped Josiah on the arm. “Stop picking 
on me or I'll throw a stick when you shift!” 

Josiah measured out a length of yarn and bit it off 
before dignifying that with an answer. “I wasn’t making fun 


of you, although I might have been picking a little, but only 
because I think it’s adorable that you play with a ball of 
yarn. As for the stick, have at it. Wolves aren’t fond of 
‘fetch’.” 

“Maybe not, but I bet I can find something you'll 
chase.” Oscar tipped his hips up and wiggled them, setting 
his cock to bobbing from side to side. “Like this.” 

“Oh yeah.” Josiah got on the bed and dropped the ball 
of yarn on the floor. “Now spread these sexy thighs and 
present your balls and cock for me.” 

Oscar dropped his butt back onto the mattress and 
bent his legs until his heels touched his ass. “Like this?” 

Josiah had to swallow before he drooled. Oscar had 
lightly fuzzed balls, not too big, but they hung low enough 
for Josiah to be able to bury his face in them. And his cock, 
well, it was perfect, as Josiah’s ass could testify. “Yeah,” he 
finally got out. “Now, I’m going to bind your cock and balls 
to help keep you from coming too soon.” 

“Ah, I’ve seen this online before.” Oscar’s eagerness 
carried through their mental link as well as his voice. He 
even spread his legs more and thrust his hips. “Might 
wanna hurry up.” 

“I might want to take all fucking night long,” Josiah 
muttered, but he lifted Oscar’s balls and pulled them 
gently. “Making some room,” he explained when Oscar 
made a questioning sound. “And now...” Josiah began 
winding the yarn around Oscar’s balls, careful not to make 
it too tight. He kept a finger between the yarn and Oscar’s 
nuts, measuring the tension. 


By the time he had Oscar’s package tied up with a 
nifty little bow, Oscar was struggling to keep from touching 
himself. He writhed when Josiah dragged his knuckles 
down his stiff dick and over his balls. “Roll over, Oz. Give 
me your ass.” 

“Fuck yeah, finally!” Oscar started to roll and 
whimpered. “Oh my god, Jo! I’m so glad you tied me up like 
that!” 

Josiah grinned and helped position Oscar on his knees 
and elbows. Once he had him in position, Josiah planted a 
hand between Oscar’s shoulder blades and pushed. “All the 
way down, baby. I want you ass-up.” 

“Okay,” Oscar wheezed out. He went down, pillowing 
his head on his arms. 

“Now, just close your eyes and enjoy.” Josiah moved 
around and straddled Oscar’s back, facing Oscar’s pert ass. 
He rubbed Oscar’s cheeks, delighting in the slight covering 
of blond hair on them. Unable to wait any longer, and 
seeing no reason to, he pulled Oscar’s cheeks apart and 
exposed the tight pink hole nestled between them. 

“Look at this, baby.” Josiah leant down and licked right 
over Oscar’s asshole. “So tight.” 

He licked again as Oscar whimpered, his butt and 
thighs quivering. Josiah scraped the furled skin with his 
tongue and Oscar keened. It was the sign Josiah had waited 
for, Oscar’s need telling him it was time Josiah stopped 
teasing them both. He licked and sucked on the puckered 
skin until Oscar’s hole loosened up. Once it had, Josiah 
stiffened his tongue and speared into Oscar’s opening. 


Oscar’s screech should have shattered windows. It 
fired Josiah’s blood and he went after Oscar’s ass like a 
starved man after his first meal. Oscar bucked and clawed 
at the bed, and his legs slid out from beneath him. Josiah 
moved to just behind him and dropped to his belly. He 
pushed his hands under Oscar and lifted him slightly. With 
Oscar positioned how Josiah wanted him, Josiah eagerly 
buried his face in Oscar’s crease. 

He forgot about fucking Oscar, concentrating instead 
on the screams and whimpers, the pleas for more and 
harder and faster that fell from Oscar’s lips. Once he’d 
driven Oscar to babbling, Josiah raised his head enough to 
be able to slide a finger into Oscar’s ass. 

Oscar came up on his hands and knees. “Fuck me, Jo! 
Fuck me now!” 

Josiah pushed a second finger in and brushed Oscar’s 
gland. With his other hand he slapped Oscar’s butt and 
Oscar went wild. Before Josiah could warn him to be 
careful, Oscar jerked away and spun around. Josiah was 
tackled and pinned down by a snarling beast of a man 
determined to have what he wanted. 

“Lube!” he yelped when Oscar gripped his dick and 
started lining up. Josiah grabbed Oscar’s hips and refused 
to let him lower himself. “Lube, Oscar, or no fucking. Not 
for your first time.” Oscar’s ass was probably dripping with 
spit, but it wouldn’t be enough to keep him slick for long. 

“Fine!” Oscar stretched across Josiah and grabbed the 
lotion from the nightstand. 


Not lotion, Josiah saw, but a pump bottle of lube. He 
let go of Oscar and held out his hand. “Give me plenty and 
rl do us both.” 

Oscar gave him several squirts, panting shakily all the 
while. “Hurry hurry hurry, damn it.” 

Josiah slathered his cock from tip to base then 
smeared the rest around Oscar’s hole. He dipped his 
fingers inside and Oscar yowled and grabbed his wrist. 
“Enough already.” 

“Okay, let me—” Josiah took hold of Oscar’s hip with 
one hand and held his dick steady with the other. “Just ease 
back until—” He sucked in a sharp breath the moment 
Oscar’s pucker touched his cockhead. “Slow—slow so— 
fuck!” he shouted as Oscar dropped down fully, sinking 
Josiah’s cock in to the base. 

Oscar didn’t shout, showed no pain at all. Instead he 
purred so loudly it sent vibrations all the way down to those 
hot, velvety muscles that clenched around Josiah’s length. 

Josiah tried to say something, anything, but he 
couldn’t do more than gasp and shake as if he were 
splintering into a thousand pieces. 

Then he was, because Oscar started moving, rocking 
slowly at first before rising up and slamming down, over 
and over and over until Josiah found the breath to speak. 
“Oz, oh god, Oscar, you’re mine, mine! Come here, baby.” 

Instinct had Josiah reaching up and bringing Oscar to 
him. He found the spot he’d marked before. He licked it as 
he reached between them and tugged on the yarn. Then he 
bit, deep and hard. Oscar mewled, his ass constricting 


around Josiah’s dick, milking the cum up from his nuts. He 
spilled into Oscar as Oscar’s blood spilled into his mouth. 
He was vaguely aware of Oscar’s cum warming his belly, 
and Josiah knew the bond between them had been 
strengthened even more. 

Oscar stopped mewling and he slumped heavily on top 
of Josiah. His breathing was slow and shaky, but deep, and 
Josiah could feel him, knew Oscar had been fucked 
unconscious pretty much, or he’d fucked Josiah until he’d 
passed out. Josiah wasn’t far behind him. He licked the spot 
he’d bitten after he released the flesh, and he kept on 
licking it until the bleeding stopped. Once it had, Josiah 
closed his eyes and follow Oscar into sleep. 


Chapter Nineteen 


He hurt, that was the first thing Oscar thought when 
he woke up. His shoulder was on fire and his ass was... 
Fuck, but his ass was sore! 

But Josiah was snoring softly beside him, and Oscar 
remembered every second of their mating. That’s what it’d 
been, he knew it to his soul. The bond between them was 
unbreakable now. Maybe it had been before and he just 
hadn’t been aware of it, but whatever, now he was. 

Just as he was aware his sore ass was his own damned 
fault. He was lucky it wasn’t worse, that Josiah had had 
enough sense to insist on lube, otherwise Oscar didn’t even 
want to think about how his backside would feel! 

“Wan’ me to kiss it ‘n’ make it all better?” Josiah 
asked, his voice thick from sleeping. Obviously his mind 
was picking up Oscar’s thoughts just fine, though. 

“No, it’s all good. I think a hot soak in the tub will 
help.” Oscar patted Josiah’s shoulder. “Just get some sleep 
and I’ll be back in a little while, ready to fuck you through 
the mattress, as the saying goes.” 

“Like that’s going to help me go back to sleep now.” 
And Josiah did sound pretty much awake. “Go start your 
bath, I’ll be in there to keep you company in a minute. 
Gotta pee anyways.” 


Oscar chuckled and got up, only to wince with each 
step he took. As stupid as he’d been about getting fucked, 
he deserved to be sore. Rushing Josiah like that hadn’t 
been his brightest moment. 

“Stop bitching at yourself over it,” Josiah hollered from 
the bathroom. “And add some Epsom salts to the water if 
you've got it.” 

“Yeah yeah,” Oscar grumbled, but he was smiling as he 
flicked on the bathroom light. In short order he found the 
salts. He started towards the tub but stopped upon seeing 
his reflection. Oscar leaned over the sink to get a closer 
look in the mirror. His gaze was draw to the bite. Oscar 
gasped. He’d known it was going to look bad but...but it 
was really big, and deep, and his dick went rigid as soon as 
he looked at the mark. 

“Same way I feel over mine,” Josiah said from the 
doorway. “Fucking turns me on all the time.” 

Oscar nodded and thwacked his forehead on the 
mirror. “Ow.” He rubbed his brow and straightened up. The 
mirror wasn’t long enough for him to see his ass, so he 
tried peering over his shoulder, which didn’t work so he 
contorted in another uncomfortable position to try to peek 
around his side, and Josiah, the rat, laughed at him. 

“Oh fuck you,” Oscar said. “Did you leave any 
handprints?” 

Josiah stopped laughing and came into the bathroom. 
He turned Oscar this way and that, touching his bottom a 
few times. He hummed as if contemplating something right 
before popping Oscar’s butt, hard. 


Oscar shrieked and spun around, thunking Josiah with 
the bag of salts. “What the hell!” 

Josiah clutched his chest. “I think you knocked my 
collarbone out my back! I was just showing you where the 
bruise was!” 

Oscar glared at his mate. “You smacked me where I 
already had a bruise?” 

Josiah snorted and rolled his eyes. “Uh, no, that would 
have hurt! I gave you a new one since you wanted it so 
badly!” 

Oscar started to argue but couldn’t, really, since Josiah 
likely knew exactly how Oscar felt. He’d wanted as many 
marks from Josiah as he could have. 

“Yeah, “Josiah said, “I’m liking this whole mind- 
reading thing. I wonder if it’ll get to where it’s a constant 
thing, or if we’ll have secrets.” 

“Do we need secrets?” Oscar asked, keeping his tone 
mild and doing his best to blank his mind as he turned on 
the water and stopped up the tub. 

“No.” Josiah rubbed Oscar’s bruised butt. “And how 
dumb do you think I am? I’d never say so if we did.” 

If Oscar couldn’t feel that Josiah was teasing, couldn’t 
sense how willing he was to open himself to Oscar 
completely, he might have been offended. As it was, he was 
just really freaking horny again. 

“Nope.” Josiah took the salts from where they’d fallen 
on the floor. “Bath time for you. These might burn your 
shoulder, but not much, and only for a few minutes.” 


A few minutes felt more like hours, Oscar thought, as 
he broke out in a sweat. Maybe they weren’t supposed to 
use the salts if there was an open wound involved. 

“Tve done it before,” Josiah muttered. “We can drain 
the water and start the bath over. It probably wouldn’t hurt 
anything, and maybe if I beg prettily enough, you’ll scooch 
down and let me in behind you.” 

After they soaked in the tub for a while, they were 
both more drowsy than aroused, so they stumbled back into 
bed, not even bothering to towel off. Oscar marvelled at 
how safe and comfortable he felt in Josiah’s arms, how 
right after so short a time. 

The next thing he knew they were under attack. “What 
the fuck!” Josiah yelped as someone leapt onto the bed. 

Oscar was going to kill his brothers. “Get off, you 
idiots!” He pushed and shoved, and Josiah, bless him, 
roared and grabbed Orion and Drake by their hair. 

“I said, what the fuck?” He shook them both before 
releasing them with a disgruntled look. “Can’t you two see 
we’re naked and we were sleeping!” 

Orion gave Josiah the finger. “Next time you pull a 
stunt like grabbing my hair, I’m going to have to whip your 
ass, man.” 

“Same goes.” Drake emphasised his statement by 
flipping Josiah off with both hands. 

Oscar pushed Josiah back down. “Pl handle this.” He 
got up and considered his brothers. “Have you two been 
hanging around with Clark, Devon and Chris?” They shook 
their heads. “Are you sure? ‘Cos you know they seem to be 


the sort who would do something stupid like pounce on two 
sleeping shifters who were already edgy and could have 
come up trying to do some serious damage. I have to 
wonder about both of you. Maybe Mom dropped you or 
something when you were babies.” 

“Yeah, well, maybe we jumped in bed because Josiah is 
naked.” Drake looked Josiah up and down and Oscar 
wanted to slap him. “He’s not bad, if I swung that way, I 
think I’d like guys built like him.” 

“But you don’t,” Oscar snapped. “Now, get out before I 
let Josiah fuck me. Or you can watch, whatever. You just 
can’t participate because ew, totally wrong.” He was 
talking to air as Drake and Orion ran out of the room. “That 
worked better than I thought.” 

“Dad’s waiting to talk to you, ya perv!” Orion shouted. 

“Or not.” Oscar stomped over to the dresser and 
pulled out a drawer—literally. The contents hit the floor and 
he yelped when the underside of the drawer whacked his 
knee. “Damn it!” 

“Tve got coffee made if it helps,” his dad call out from 
the kitchen. 

“It doesn’t,” Oscar grumbled. He glared at Josiah, just 
in case he was considering laughing. Josiah’s expression 
was perfectly blank. “You’re laughing on the inside. I know 
you are.” 

“No you don’t.” Josiah got up and touched his temple. 
“Still a little sore. You think your grandma will make me 
some more of that stuff?” 


Oscar heard his grandmother’s voice, and his mom’s, 
and all the rest of the family, including cousin Tim. “Guh, 
we've been invaded, I tell you. And yeah, she probably 
already made it for you.” 

Josiah sighed and looked resigned. “Well, I guess since 
I slept through most of yesterday I should be up to meeting 
the whole family.” 

Oscar held everyone else off from bugging Josiah until 
his mate had had time to take care of his morning needs, 
but once Josiah stepped into the living room, he was fair 
game. And there were more people, too, because Oscar had 
forgotten about the Tavares brothers. They didn’t bother 
Josiah much, instead spending most of their time trying to 
talk to Lyndon, who looked like he’d rather be shovelling 
shit than dealing with them. Oscar wondered what that was 
all about. Although, he’d kind of thought the three brothers 
were on the obnoxious side himself. 

Cheryl, Oscar’s mom, headed right over to Josiah. “So, 
I’ve heard a lot about you, Josiah. How’s your head 
feeling?” 

Josiah replied and had Cheryl won over in minutes 
and Grandma Marybeth leading him to a chair occupied by 
Clark. 

“Get up, up, up,” Marybeth chided Clark. “Josiah has a 
head injury and needs to sit down so he can sip the drink I 
made him.” 

Clark got up and Josiah took his vacated seat. Oscar 
started to move over and sit on the arm of the chair beside 


Josiah, but Lyndon caught him and pulled him off to the 
hallway. 

“What?” Oscar whispered. 

Lyndon hissed and leaned in to barely utter in his ear. 
“Those three idiots, my brothers. I think they’re up to 
something. If you happen to overhear anything, let me 
know, please? And Henry, of course.” 

“Okay.” Oscar glanced pointedly back towards the 
living room. “Can I get back to my mate now?” 

Lyndon had the decency to appear embarrassed as he 
thumped Oscar on the back. “Yeah, sorry about that. I just 
feel like whatever they’re doing, it’s coming down soon, 
and they won’t tell me anything, just—oh never mind. Go 
on.” 

Oscar left the hall and grunted to Levi, flipped off 
Orion and two for Drake then plopped down on the arm of 
the chair Josiah was sitting in. “Did Grandma make you the 
good stuff?” he asked as Josiah drank the steaming hot 
liquid. 

“Yeah,” Josiah said once he swallowed. “It helps a lot. 
Your grandma’s bringing you a cup since your shoulder is 
sore.” He wiggled his eyebrows as Oscar blushed. 

“I’m going to get you for that,” Oscar grumbled. He’d 
bet Marybeth knew exactly what parts of him were sore, 
which was fucking mortifying, but the woman was beyond 
sharp. Which reminded him, he needed to talk to her and 
Josiah about the whole guardian thing. 

Tim came over to meet Josiah, and Oscar enjoyed 
talking to him. Tim was cool, and wicked smart, and 


probably the only person in the extended family who came 
close to resembling Oscar. He was thin and had long, dark 
blond hair, not auburn like everyone else in the family 
besides Oscar. His eyes, like Oscar’s, were a shade of blue. 
The similarities stopped there, especially since Tim was tall 
and Oscar just wasn’t. 

“Men can keep growing into their twenties.” 

Oscar gave Josiah an arch look. 

“What? You were brooding about it, so I just wanted to 
point out that I read somewhere—” 

“I know.” Oscar settled onto Josiah’s lap, since he was 
done drinking. “I don’t think I’ll get any taller. Is that going 
to bother you?” 

“Nope.” Josiah nuzzled his head for a moment. “I like 
you just the way you are.” 

“Good.” 

“Breakfast is ready,” Henry hollered from the kitchen. 

Oscar snorted as a small stampede ensued. 

“Guess everyone’s hungry.” Josiah bounced Oscar on 
his lap. “I am too.” 

“Fine, fine, I get the hint.” Oscar planted a wet kiss on 
Josiah’s lips then got up. They walked into the kitchen, 
which was way too small for so many people. “Well, hell.” 

Grandma Marybeth seemed to appear out of thin air. 
“Oscar, don’t make me get your ear. And don’t think I didn’t 
see you give your brothers the finger—or fingers, rather—a 
little while ago!” 

“But they started it!” Oscar protested. “They came into 
our bedroom and pounced when we were naked and 


they...” He realised everyone was looking at him. “They... 
flipped off Josiah,” he finished lamely. 

Grandma Marybeth turned and zoomed in on Drake 
and Orion. “You two!” 

Cheryl came over and handed him and Josiah a plate 
each, and Henry followed with two glasses of milk. “Quick, 
escape to the living room. Your mom and I will join you ina 
sec.” 

Oscar decided not to bitch about being run out of his 
own kitchen. It was too crowded anyway. He and Josiah sat 
on the couch and put their plates and glasses on the coffee 
table. They hadn’t eaten much when his parents joined 
them. 

“We want to welcome Josiah into the family,” Cheryl 
said. She bent and kissed Josiah’s cheek. “We’re glad to 
have you here, and glad you and Oscar found each other.” 

“Thank you, that means a lot,” Josiah said. 

Oscar bobbed his head. His parents were awesome. 

“Go ahead and eat. We did before we came over this 
morning.” Henry sat across from them in the leather 
recliner. Cheryl sat beside Josiah as Henry kept talking. 
“We haven’t learned anything new, except that Cole 
Tavares isn’t in Mexico anymore. Got an e-mail from Jodiah 
Baker offering to help, and he has. There’s just not much to 
go on, I guess.” 

Josiah lowered his forkful of pancakes. “Dad’ll do 
anything he can. He wants to come up here and meet y’all 
if he can take the time away from the pack. Depends on 


how everyone’s behaving. They can be jerks if their alpha is 
gone for long.” 

Henry hummed and waited until Josiah had eaten 
some more. “Maybe Cheryl and I can take Mom down to 
Texas. She’s all gung-ho about meeting some guy in your 
pack.” 

“That’d be good.” Josiah eyed his pancakes, or what 
was left of them. Oscar ogled them too since his were gone. 
Josiah cut a bite and brought them to Oscar’s lips. “Eat. I’m 
stuffed anyway. The medicine your grandma makes is 
rumbling around in my stomach, taking up space where 
pancakes could have landed.” 

Henry and Cheryl laughed, and Oscar ate the pancakes 
Josiah fed to him. Grandma Marybeth joined them and 
started asking Josiah dozens of questions, and Josiah filled 
in what he could. He made it clear that he couldn’t vouch 
for snow leopard shifters, but he had no problem sharing 
any information with Marybeth. 

Oscar eventually called a halt to the enquiries when he 
saw Josiah yawn. Marybeth saw it too, or else he’d probably 
have got his ear twisted. “Josiah needs to rest. We had a 
rude awakening by Tweedle Dipstick and Tweedle Doofus.” 

“Bow chick-a wow-wow time,” Drake teased. He got 
his ear twisted. 

Oscar looked pointedly at Clark, Chris and Devon. 
“Um, in case you three haven’t noticed, everyone else has 
left.” 

Clark and Chris had the grace to blush, but Devon’s 
expression turned stubborn. “We want to talk to you, since 


you’re the one who killed Albert.” 

“Get the fuck out,” Josiah snarled. “How dare you 
come into Oscar’s home and start shit!” 

“We’re not!” Devon grabbed at Clark and Chris, both 
of whom seemed on the verge of taking a swing at Josiah. 

Oscar stepped in front of his mate and glared at the 
Tavares brothers. “What did you mean? Tell me or your 
asses are gone—and I mean off the property gone, not just 
out of my house!” 


Chapter Twenty 


Josiah was all for just kicking their asses, but no, 
Oscar had to give them a chance to explain. “Damned 
reasonable man.” 

Oscar blew him a kiss. “I’m trying.” He gestured to the 
other three men. “Sit and calm the fuck down. My house, 
my rules.” 

“Jeez, I feel like I’m back at our father’s house,” Devon 
muttered, but he went and sat down, dragging his brothers 
with him. 

Oscar took Josiah’s hand and they walked back over to 
the chair, since the couch was occupied. He sat, and Oscar 
made himself at home on his lap. 

“Talk,” Josiah snapped, ready to be alone with his 
mate. He expected Devon to speak, since he was the one 
who usually flapped his gums, but this time Chris spoke up. 

“Look, we were afraid to tell your dad this, because 
he’s like, uber-dad, but we’re almost positive our father is 
going to try to have you killed, Oscar.” 

Josiah went still and tried to keep his fury buried deep 
in his mind. No secrets was a wonderful idea, but when he 
was envisioning eviscerating Cole Tavares, he would rather 
not have Oscar see it too. 

Oscar shifted on his lap. “He can try.” 


Chris shook his head. “You don’t understand. He could 
have a sniper or some black ops killer or...or...we were 
supposed to.” The miserable expression on his face did 
nothing to stem Josiah’s anger. 

“When?” he demanded. He stood, careful to set Oscar 
on his feet. “At the hotel? In the garage? Here?” 

“Josiah, wait. They might have a good reason for not 
speaking up sooner.” 

“No.” Josiah patted Oscar’s hand where he was 
gripping Josiah’s shoulder. “Step back, Oscar, because I 
know the answer.” The tension in the room increased, and 
Josiah pulled off his shirt, sure it was fixing to get ugly. 
“How many brothers are there involved in this plan? Five?” 

He saw the moment Oscar understood, felt it, too. 
Oscar’s hands morphed into paws, which freaked the 
Tavares’ out. They almost toppled the couch trying to get 
back. Josiah let his shift begin, holding it at his hands as 
well. 

“We told them not to!” Devon said, panic making his 
voice shrill. “We did! We said y’all were good people, and 
maybe if we trusted y’all and told what we knew, we could 
all be free of our father. He won’t stop until we’re all dead. 
All of us, I know it!” He slapped at Chris’ and Clark’s hands 
when they reached for him. “No! I heard him say so! J 
heard him!” 

Josiah couldn’t find any sympathy for them, even 
though Devon had confirmed his earlier supposition. Oscar 
didn’t seem inclined to feel bad for them, either. 


“Why doesn’t he just kill us all himself?” Chris 
demanded. “Why all this bullshit? Why’d he have us to 
begin with?” 

“To prove his virility, like Josiah said a couple days 
ago,” Oscar said when no one answered. “My mate is 
brilliant, by the way. He also deduced that Cole Tavares 
would have the last kid standing killed. Josiah said Tavares 
probably worried one of his offspring would take him out 
because he’s rich, and because he’s a cunt, so he figured 
he’d make sure that didn’t happen.” 

“Where are the two assholes that came after us?” 
Josiah wanted to know. 

Clark shrugged. “We don’t know. When we told them 
to abort the plan, they told us to fuck off. And promised 
we'd be next.” 

“But you didn’t tell anyone this, and you’ve put Oscar 
and his entire family in danger.” Josiah was furious, he 
could feel it coming from him, radiating out in waves of 
anger. “You could have killed Cole Tavares, could have put 
a stop to this before it ever got this far, because you’ve 
seen him.” 

“We’re trying to make this right,” Devon interjected. 
“We are. Do you think we want to hurt anyone, much less 
each other? All Chris, Clark and I had growing up was each 
other. Our mothers weren’t around much if at all, and the 
three of us tried to protect each other from our father. Can 
you imagine what it was like? And it’s not just all about us. 
Some of our other siblings are just kids. How must they 


feel, if they’ve been told their own father desires their 
death?” 

Devon’s words and the emotions coming off him got to 
Josiah. Oscar, too, because the constant, low growling 
stopped as Oscar sighed. “Okay, so that would suck. That 
doesn’t excuse what you’ve all been a part of, but”—Oscar 
glanced up at him—“I do understand some of it, Josiah. I 
was bullied and tormented at school. They’ve been bullied, 
tormented, and abused I’d bet, their entire lives. That can 
fuck a person or three people up. Make them do stupid 
shit.” 

Josiah thought Devon and Clark wanted to be offended, 
while Chris just bobbed his head in agreement. Eventually 
Devon and Clark did, too. 

“We are sorry,” Devon offered. “Please, we all want to 
be better people. None of us want the Tavares’ millions, 
and we sure don’t want to be like him.” 

“We’ll tell Henry everything,” Clark chimed in. “We 
knew we would have to anyway, but we just wanted to ask 
you, Oscar, how hard was it to kill Albert?” 

Josiah’s temper spiked right back up. “Of all the 
fucking twisted, asinine questions to ask.” 

“Jo, it’s okay.” 

Josiah stopped mid-rant as Oscar explained. “They’re 
afraid they’ll have to fight another cougar to the death. I 
guess they don’t know that I sneaked up behind him and 
ripped his throat out. There was no battle, not fighting, no 
honour to it or anything. He was going to kill Lyndon. I was 
the only one who could stop him. So I did. End of story.” 


Josiah hoped that wasn’t disappointment he saw in the 
brothers’ eyes, because he was going to go back into attack 
mode if it was. He settled for pulling Oscar to him and 
pointing at the door, forgetting he still had paws, which 
caused another round of gasps from the other three. “Shut 
up about it and go get Henry. If y’all aren’t back here with 
him, and Lyndon, in fifteen minutes, I’ll consider it open 
season on Tavares men.” 

Once they left, hauling their asses out the door at 
near-record speed, he and Oscar took a few minutes to hold 
each other before getting ready for the coming discussion. 
Josiah was sure it’d be all over the place, from why and 
how did they shift just their hands—because he was trying 
to shift other parts singularly to no avail, and he’d bet 
Oscar was too—to plans to defend the homestead, as it 
were. 

Sure enough, it was a disaster, at least at first, because 
Lyndon and Levi both lost it and managed to beat the shit 
out of all three of the Tavares brothers before Henry, 
Cheryl, Josiah, Oscar and even Grandma Marybeth pulled 
them both off the others. 

“That’s not helping anything at all,” Marybeth 
snapped. “Now all of you sit down and shut up, or I’ll start 
digging holes out back!” 

Josiah felt duly chastised and he hadn’t even done 
anything wrong. Except he kind of had. So had Oscar. 
Henry was not happy with them. “Why didn’t anyone tell us 
about the attack at the rest area?” 


Josiah didn’t have an answer for that, but Oscar took 
over. “It wasn’t Josiah’s fault, he was asleep most of the 
drive. I meant to tell you. I was going to call, but at first I 
didn’t want to talk about it and wake Josiah up. I didn’t 
want to text it. I just wanted to get home, but once we did, 
we were exhausted. And everyone came over and—” 

Henry didn’t seem pleased at all. “And nothing. I was 
here yesterday while Josiah was asleep. You could have said 
something at that time.” 

Oscar threw his hands up. “I just wanted you to leave. 
I wanted everyone to leave so I could take care of Josiah, 
okay? I wanted to sleep with him, in every way you want to 
take that, and I wanted one day of resting and recovering 
and not worrying about all of this. I’m sorry. It was stupid 
and selfish and—” 

Cheryl stood and shook her finger at Oscar. “Stop it, 
Oscar. I will not have you insulting yourself like that. Of 
course you wanted a little private time. You and Josiah 
haven’t known each other long at all. It’s understandable, 
and it isn’t like you knew the plans those three had.” 

Then she planted her hands on her hips and turned to 
Henry. “And what, exactly, would you have done yesterday? 
Had a fit twenty-four hours earlier?” 

Henry didn’t appear to be mollified, but he did seem 
smart enough not to speak. 

“Hmph.” Cheryl sat back down and Henry grunted 
when her elbow caught him in the ribs. “Men. Half the time 
you’ve all got your heads up your asses.” 


Grandma Marybeth cocked her head to the side. “Men 
are difficult, but Henry’s been a good son-in-law. Mostly.” 

“So what are we going to do?” Levi asked, lifting the 
ice pack off his cheek as he glared at Chris. “Are we helping 
these assholes—Grandma,” he started when she turned to 
him, “you can get me for cussing later. Right now even your 
ear twist isn’t going to hurt.” 

The room was quiet as everyone looked at each other, 
excluding the Tavares men. 

“We could...we could threaten to expose him,” Clark 
offered, adding quickly, “not as a shifter, but as an abusive 
father who has a bunch of kids and wants them to kill each 
other off. Or, you know, just as part of that?” 

“He’d just demand blood tests,” Devon said, his voice 
thick with disgust. “He has the money and the means to 
skewer the results.” 

Clark nodded. “Devon’s right. I’m afraid the only 
answer is to kill him. He’ll send someone to kill Oscar just 
to retaliate for Albert’s death, even if he wanted Albert 
dead in the first place. Oscar interfered, messed up the 
game, so to speak. He may send more than one person to 
kill everyone, for all I know. I wouldn’t put it past him.” 

“And who is going to kill him?” Josiah asked. 

Oscar stiffened on his lap. “No!” 

“Grandma Marybeth, do you remember anything about 
there being a family or clan guardian? Someone who 
watched out for the other shifters?” Oscar shot Josiah an 
apologetic glance. 

Marybeth frowned. “I can’t remember, why?” 


Josiah sighed and squeezed Oscar’s hip. “We have 
them, sort of. Shifters who are born into the pack, who as 
they mature, feel it’s their nature to protect. Usually 
they’re the betas, sometimes they’re alphas who aren’t 
conflicting with the pack alpha for reasons we’re not clear 
on. They keep invaders away, and keep the stragglers from 
getting lost, physically and on their life journey.” He took 
Oscar’s chin in hand and tipped his head down. “They do 
not go hunt down people and kill them, no matter how 
dangerous said person is, understand?” 

“Oscar?” Cheryl got up and walked to her son. She 
hugged him and peppered his face with kisses where she 
could. “We would never expect you to do such a thing, nor 
would we allow it, honey. As Mom has said, killing takes a 
toll on the soul. We all saw you suffering after Albert’s 
death. It’s only now that you have Josiah that you seem 
happy. And we are going to talk about your school years, 
young man. Don’t think we won’t.” 

Oscar groaned but Josiah detected the relief he felt at 
not being sent to kill someone, even someone as despicable 
as Cole Tavares. 

“Do any of you have a tracker?” Henry asked Clark, 
Chris and Devon. “Was that a lie, too?” 

Devon’s expression darkened. “We probably do have a 
tracker, but our father told us we didn’t. Although we’ve 
never found one on each other and we’ve checked the best 
we knew how. So I honestly don’t know, but I would lean 
towards yes, just because of what a bastard our father is.” 


“So leaving now wouldn’t make a difference,” Josiah 
mused. That sucked. 

Oscar sat up straighter. “Or maybe it would, if only one 
of them went back.” 


Chapter Twenty-One 


Two weeks went by, and Oscar was ready to give up on 
his plan. For one thing, Clark and Chris were driving him 
batshit nuts with their whining about missing Devon. He 
got it, he did, but this was the only plan they could come up 
with. Either Devon would step up and end his father’s life— 
a horrible option but about the only viable one—or maybe, 
if he got mad enough, Cole Tavares would show up here. 

It wasn’t looking likely. Instead it seemed Cole Tavares 
would just keep sending more of his offspring to cause 
trouble. That was the case with the two idiots from the rest 
area. Drake and Orion had captured them both when they 
were found lurking in the woods not far from Oscar’s cabin. 
On the one hand, Oscar was relieved he’d not done any 
serious damage when he’d hit the one named Gregg with 
the bumper of Josiah’s truck. On the other hand, it sucked 
because Gregg and his brother Jason were both surly, 
uncooperative assholes who now had to be guarded. They 
were definitely not to be trusted. 


If there were trackers on his sons, Tavares had to 
know where they were. Or had Devon turned on them? Yes, 
he had seemed loyal to Chris and Clark, but who knew if it 
had been an act, or if Cole Tavares had convinced Devon to 
follow his orders. Devon might even be dead. 


It was possible Cole had killed Devon. No one had 
heard from him since the day he’d left. They didn’t expect 
to at first, but now, two weeks later? Chris and Clark were 
ready to leave and go find him, and damned if Oscar wasn’t 
ready to tell them to get the hell gone. They were freaking 
annoying. 

“Don’t tell them,” Josiah advised. Their mental bond 
had strengthened to the point where they shared thoughts 
effortlessly for the most part. Because they still needed 
privacy, though, they had established boundaries that 
weren’t to be crossed. And they trusted each other to 
respect those lines. 

“I won’t, yet. But so help me, if Clark starts crying 
again, I’m going to deck him.” 

Josiah snorted and slapped Oscar’s ass. “Be nice. He’s 
just concerned about his brother.” 

“Mmm,” Oscar hummed and stuck his butt up. “Do 
that again!” 

“T’ll do you one better.” Josiah sat up on the bed. “We 
can start the morning off like this.” He patted his lap. 

“Are you serious?” Oscar’s stomach tingled. He’d 
woken up horny, and apparently, he’d woken up a top, too. 

Instead of answering, Josiah pulled him across his lap. 
“I promised you I’d spank you like this. Did you forget? Or 
did you change your mind?” 

Oscar bit the outside of Josiah’s calf. “You know I 
didn’t, so quit teasing me. My dick’s already getting hard. 
I”—thwack—” Mother fucker!” Oscar yelped. He grabbed 
onto Josiah’s calf just as a second spank landed. “Fuck!” 


“Too hard?” Josiah rubbed where he’d swatted. “No, 
not too hard. Harder, is that right, Oz?” 

“Yes, you tease.” 

Oscar’s breath hissed from between his lips and he 
barely had time to draw another one before Josiah landed 
another spank. They came down faster, burning his ass and 
the tops of his thighs. Oscar squirmed and kicked and 
pushed into each swat, and soon his cock was leaking on 
Josiah’s leg. He was just about to beg to be fucked when 
Josiah lifted him and tossed him on the bed. Oscar mewled. 
He loved the way Josiah wasn’t afraid to get rough with 
him. 

Josiah grabbed him by the hips and pulled him halfway 
off the bed. “Stand up!” 

Oscar did so and Josiah pushed at his shoulders until 
Oscar complied, standing ass up and palms down on the 
mattress. He purred, knowing what was coming next. 

Except he was wrong, because the swat Josiah landed 
caught him close to his balls. Oscar screamed and arched 
his back, spreading his ass open as much as he could 
without using his hands. Josiah palmed his balls with one 
hand and squeezed. He pressed his wet dick into Oscar’s 
opening, slowly since he hadn’t been stretched, but 
steadily, knowing Oscar wanted it and could take it. Would 
demand it, soon. 

Very soon. “Fucking fuck me already!” Oscar tried to 
slam his butt back, but Josiah held him at the hip and 
shoulder and he couldn’t move. Not like he wanted to, 
anyhow. 


Josiah, the smug bastard, chuckled and withdrew his 
cock. Slowly, almost painfully so for Oscar at least, Josiah 
worked about half of his length back in then he started 
tormenting Oscar all over again. Oscar begged, he cursed, 
he threatened, and still Josiah kept the pace slow and 
steady, never quite fully sheathing himself. Oscar shook 
with a need so intense he couldn’t think to do more than 
babble incoherently. 

Then finally, blessedly, Josiah thrust and filled Oscar 
completely. “Better, baby? Ready for me to fuck you and 
make you scream?” 

Oscar was pretty sure he’d already done that, but 
probably more out of frustration than pleasure. He nodded 
and whimpered in gratitude as Josiah started riding him 
hard and fast. Every other stroke or so Josiah would slap 
Oscar’s ass and scratch either his back or chest. Oscar’s 
nipple was swollen and throbbing from being caught 
beneath Josiah’s nails, and his prostate was rubbed often 
enough he thought he was going to lose his goddamned 
mind. 

He was going to blow his load without even touching 
his dick. It happened sometimes, especially when Josiah 
fucked him like he was doing. Oscar couldn’t even make a 
grab for his own shaft because of the forcefulness of the 
fucking he was getting, but Josiah, sweet man that he was, 
gave him a reach under than made tears form. 

And fall, when Josiah came down on top of him and bit. 
Oscar screamed just like Josiah wanted him to, screamed 
until his throat ached as his inner muscles convulsed 


around Josiah’s dick, and as he shot wads of cum all over 
Josiah’s hand. 

They collapsed onto the bed, Josiah still buried dick 
and teeth in Oscar. “That was...” Josiah sighed and hugged 
Oscar to him as he turned them onto their sides. “Thank 
you.” 

Oscar would have scoffed at that if he hadn’t been so 
fucked out. He was the one who should be thanking Josiah. 
Maybe even building an altar at his feet or something. 

“Right.” Josiah had the energy to scoff. Oscar found 
the energy to elbow him in the ribs. “Oomph! All right, you 
can build me a fucking altar!” 

“Or an altar to fucking.” That sounded better. 

“Yeah, that’d be okay, too.” 

The bedroom window shattered with an explosive 
noise. More likely from an actual object, but Oscar didn’t 
know what because he was too busy tumbling with Josiah. 
They hit the floor, glass cutting them in too many places to 
count. Oscar heard Josiah calling him, realised it was 
through their link. 

‘I’m right here, Jo. I’m okay, are you okay?” 

“Yeah, Oz, except for having glass in places that it’s 
gonna suck picking it out from. But someone shot at us. Or 
at our window. I’m not sure which.” 

“I didn’t hear the shot.” Oscar even rolled his eyes 
mentally. “Suppressor, like a sniper rifle.” 

“Yes, and we need to make sure everyone else is okay. 
We should have heard that bullet, would have if I hadn’t 


just fucked you until we were both about dead to the 
world.” 

“Let’s not mention death in any aspect, Jo.” 

“Right. Let’s crawl or...shift, baby. I know it takes you 
a few minutes, but I’ll watch over you. You go first. I'll shift 
after you and our asses are out of here.” 

“Fine.” Actually, shifting was getting less painful and a 
little quicker since he was doing it a couple of times a day. 
It'd been Josiah’s idea, and so far it was working. 

Oscar shifted and didn’t even mewl like he normally 
did. His thick fur kept the glass from getting to his skin and 
going any further. For that matter, he hoped the fur 
sprouting out pushed all the glass slivers and shards away. 
Felt like it. This shift had hurt in an entirely different way. 

Josiah shifted, and Oscar didn’t miss the widening of 
his eyes. It hurt Josiah this time, too. They bolted from the 
room, then Josiah changed back into human form and 
grabbed Oscar’s cell phone. He fired off a text and waited, 
tapping the screen impatiently. The phone buzzed and he 
tossed it down after reading the message. 

“Everyone else is fine, it’s just us who are under 
attack.” 

Lucky us, Oscar thought, unable to share it because 
the only time they couldn’t use their mental link was in 
instances like this, where only one of them was shifted. He 
mewled at Josiah, who shook his head. “I have to wait for 
more messages. I feel bad that I’m not out tracking down 
whoever shot at us, but being in here with you is good. 
Better.” 


Oscar bared his teeth. Better, his ass. He turned to the 
back door and Josiah did the same. “Who’s coming?” Josiah 
sniffed and Oscar nudged his thigh to let him know it was 
okay. Josiah petted his head, scratching behind his ears. 
Someone pounded on the door and he loped over and 
unlocked it. 

Henry, Clark and Chris ran inside. Henry had a gun in 
each hand. Josiah’s eyebrows shot up, but he locked the 
door. “Go ahead and shift back, Oz.” 

Oscar didn’t want to shift in front of the two C’s, so he 
went into the hallway for a modicum of privacy. He finished 
shifting quickly, for him, and reached in the bathroom for a 
pair of dirty jeans from the hamper. As he put them on, he 
listened to Josiah and Henry as they fretted over the rest of 
the family, including Grandma Marybeth, out hunting for a 
would-be killer. He thought Chris and Clark were being 
entirely too quiet, and shared his opinion with Josiah, who 
agreed, but waited until Oscar came into the kitchen, 
where they were all sitting on the floor with their backs to 
the cabinets. 

“So,” Oscar began, dragging the word out. He pinned 
Clark with a dark look. “Who’s taking bad shots at us?” 

Clark flushed guiltily and Chris let loose a sob that 
startled just about all of them, except maybe Clark. 

“Devon?” Josiah rasped. “Really? He’d turn like this?” 

Clark shook his head, but Chris kept sobbing, and 
damn it, Oscar felt bad for the guy. 

“Me, too,” Josiah thought. “J really thought Devon was 
on the level. But...” 


“But nothing. Devon fooled us all. I just don’t know if 
Chris and Clark are with him or with us on this. I don’t feel 
like I can trust my judgement anymore, not where they’re 
concerned. Their misery sure seems sincere and intense.” 

“It wouldn’t be betraying his brothers if he killed us,” 
Henry, ever the voice of reason, pointed out. “After we were 
dead, he’d get Chris and Clark back, and the other two, 
Gregg Jason. Or he’d kill them and have two less brothers 
to compete with.” 

“Or, he’d miss his shot on purpose, to warn you that he 
was here, and he wasn’t alone,” Chris whispered. “Devon’s 
a crack shot, always bulls-eyed when we went to the range. 
Please don’t kill him when you catch him. Please, let him 
have a chance to explain.” 

“Chris is right,” Clark said, as he rocked his brother 
gently. “Devon wouldn’t have missed. So either it’s Devon 
trying to warn us, or there’s someone else out there. We 
won’t know unless they show up here or they get caught.” 
Clark jumped up and brought Devon with him. “The others, 
Marybeth, Levi, Lyndon, even Cheryl, they’ll just assume 
Devon’s gone bad if it’s him and they find him. We have to 
find him first!” 

“Sit down!” Henry roared, surprising everyone, 
especially Oscar. He’d never heard his father lose it like 
that. “You two aren’t going anywhere. Try it and Pll chain 
you up in a room like I’ve had to do the other two.” 

“We’ll go,” Oscar offered, already pulling his clothes 
off. Josiah was in agreement, he could feel his eagerness to 
get outside and put an end to this. 


Henry didn’t argue, but he didn’t look happy. He 
pointed his guns at Clark and Chris. “If I lose anybody, rest 
assured me not being a shifter won’t stop me from exacting 
justice.” 

“Jesus, I’ve never seen Dad like this!” It was 
frightening, really. 

Josiah took his hand and led Oscar back into the 
hallway. “He’s worried for his family. I don’t blame him, but 
your dad is a level-headed man. He won’t do anything 
rash.” Josiah kissed him, lapping at every inch of Oscar’s 
mouth. When he finished there, he kissed Oscar’s forehead 
and the tip of his nose before stepping back. Already nude, 
Josiah shifted in seconds and waited patiently while Oscar 
stripped off his jeans and did the same. 

They bounded down the hall and into the kitchen. 
Henry stood and unlocked the front door. “You both come 
back to me healthy and happy. Healthy, anyways. We’ll get 
you happy again if there’s a problem.” 

In other words, if Oscar had to kill again. 

Josiah nudged Henry’s hip then touched his nose to 
Oscar’s and they were off, deciding to run full out instead 
of trying to sneak. They reached the tree line and paused, 
listening and sniffing the air. As one they turned and 
headed to the left, in the direction the shot had to come 
from. 

“I smell him! Devon’s nearby!” 

“That’s not a good thing, Oz. He has a fucking gun, 
remember?” 


Oscar slowed down, because Josiah had a damned 
good point. He led Josiah towards a clump of thick 
undergrowth beneath a pine. The trees were also good at 
helping to mask a scent, although they weren’t a total 
odour neutraliser. Still, every little bit helped. 

Oscar started to growl, impatient to keep moving, 
when they heard footsteps coming from further up the hill. 
Human footsteps, two different sets. Oscar looked at Josiah, 
who sniffed and gave the wolf equivalent of a shrug. 

“I think it’s Devon, Oz. I can’t smell much besides this 
damned tree and you and me.” 

Devon came bursting through the trees, and he was 
panicking, fear obvious in his expression. He glanced back 
and Oscar peered through the branches that way too, 
waiting to see if one of his family members was running 
Devon to ground. 

He couldn’t see anyone yet, but a whistling sound rent 
the air. Maybe it wasn’t perceptible to human ears, or not 
nearly as loud but, he knew what it was, and so did Josiah, 
who growled low beside him. 

And Devon heard it just before his features twisted 
into an agonised picture Oscar would never forget. The 
bullet tore into Devon’s back, cutting off his scream mid- 
breath, flinging him forward from force of the shot. 

“Stay. I want to help him, too, Oz, but we can’t. Not 
yet.” 

“Chris...Clark...”. Devon moaned softly. He started to 
cry, repeating his brothers’ names in a broken, pain-filled 
voice. 


“Shut up about your stupid fucking brothers already, 
Devon.” 

Oscar had never heard the man’s voice before, but it 
offended his senses and set them all on alert. The urge to 
protect what was his, who was his, rose inside him, strong 
and true. Josiah tried to argue, but Oscar blasted him with 
the depths of his feelings, his instincts and love of Josiah 
and his family. 

Cole Tavares stepped into sight and levelled the gun 
at Devon. “Come on out, leopard. I saw you and your wolf 
through the scope. Devon wanted to warn you, which is 
why he’s fixing to die. Well...” Cole chuckled, and 
handsome though he might have been, Oscar thought he 
was the most hideous creature on the face of the earth. 
“He’s fixing to die because he shouldn’t have ever been 
born.” Cole aimed the rifle at Devon first before turning it 
on Josiah. “Come out, or your wolf is dead.” 

Oscar knew he was going to kill Cole Tavares for that 
threat alone. He snarled at Josiah. “Stay here in case you 
get a chance to help Devon. Or me, but I will kill him, Jo. I 
will. And I will never lose a moment’s sleep over it.” 

“Be careful, Oz. I love you.” 

Oscar stopped and scowled at Josiah even though his 
heart soared with joy, an odd combination with the fury 
boiling in his veins. “You tell me that now! I love you too, 
Jo, but jeez!” Oscar touched his nose to Josiah’s before 
urging him to get lower to the ground. “Move immediately 
when I distract Cole!” 


As soon as Oscar came out from the underbrush, Cole 
fired a shot at him. Oscar had expected it, but it still pissed 
him off. He yowled and leapt to the side, and felt the burn 
of the bullet hitting the ground right beside his paw. 

Josiah howled and burst from the underbrush, and 
Oscar knew he had to act fast, before Cole could aim or get 
another bullet ready. He didn’t know enough about guns to 
know what to expect. So he charged, and as he did, Cole 
dropped the gun and shifted, faster than Oscar had ever 
seen anyone shift. 

The cougar lunged, and Oscar twisted to the side. He 
felt the scrape of claws down his flank and bit back a cry of 
pain. It was bad enough Josiah knew he was hurting, felt 
Oscar feel the wound, but he didn’t want to torture his 
mate with the sounds of pain as well. 

“Stay back, Jo. Don’t intervene unless I fail.” He had to 
do this on his own, in the way his cat felt was honourable. 
One on one, unless Cole violated that or killed him. If either 
happened, Oscar would just want him dead so he couldn’t 
hurt his loved ones. 

They faced each other and Cole pawed at the ground. 
Oscar wondered if he could roll his eyes at the ridiculous 
show of...what? Claws? Yeah, well, he had claws too, and he 
intended to use them. 

Oscar yowled, pissed as hell when Cole leapt at him. 
He had to get his head out of his ass, now! Oscar avoided 
being swiped that time, and he even pivoted quickly and 
caught Cole’s tail in his mouth. Oscar hoped he had an evil 
kitty grin as he bit down and heard cartilage crunch. 


Cole’s cougar scream was eardrum piercing. Oscar 
jerked his head to the side and whipped Cole backwards. 
Not such a smart move, he realised, when he had to release 
Cole’s tail and stumble sideways to avoid the front paw 
which was aimed at his head. 

I wish I could freaking roar, Oscar thought uselessly. 
He tried to spot Josiah but Cole charged at him again, 
backing off at the last instant before circling around and 
doing it again. 

“He’s keeping you off balance, Oz. Let me just shift 
and I'll shoot the fucker!” 

“No!” Oscar dug his back paws into the ground and 
pushed off, leaping with a power that always surprised him. 
He used his tail to keep his balance, keep his body going 
just so, and Cole, not expecting the attack, didn’t move 
back quickly enough, or far enough. 

Oscar landed on Cole, taking him to the ground. He 
scrambled around until he was able to get his mouth close 
to Cole’s neck. It wold have been over had Cole not done 
the one thing Oscar wasn’t prepared for. He shifted into 
human form. 

“Please, I’m begging, don’t kill me!” Cole babbled, but 
he smelt of deceit. “I’ll give my money to all of my 
offspring, I won’t keep any of it, just let me live, please!” 

Oscar pressed his teeth to Cole’s neck. How stupid did 
the asshole think he was? Even now he was reaching for 
that fucking rifle. Oscar snarled and lunged for Cole’s 
wrist. He caught it and bit down. Cole’s eyes flashed with a 
fury and hatred that had to have come from the depths of 


hell itself. He shifted in a heartbeat and Oscar hadn’t been 
expecting it so he didn’t manage to avoid the claws that 
caught his cheek any more than the teeth that tore at his 
shoulder when he did finally jerk back. 

This time he couldn’t hold back his yowl of pain, but it 
was nothing compared to the desperation to protect his 
family. Oscar surged forward and stumbled, pain searing 
through his shoulder and up to his neck. Fuck, he was in 
serious trouble. And Cole knew it. It showed in his eyes and 
his taunting movements. 

Oscar wasn’t going to give up. Josiah was chanting 
softly in his head, words of love and encouragement, faith 
and forever. It strengthened Oscar, in spirit at least. His 
body still wasn’t cooperating. 

When Cole came at him again, Oscar just dropped to 
the ground and hoped the asshole would go over him. He 
did, but before Oscar could get up, Cole was on top of him, 
and Oscar knew there’d be no mercy. He wouldn’t have 
asked, anyway. 

“Kill him, if he kills me, Jo. Don’t let him hurt anyone 
else.” 

Cole’s mouth opened on a sound that wasn’t a roar, but 
might as well have been. It sounded like a damned 
explosion, actually—which he realised right before Cole 
Tavares’ head did just that, exploded, splattering brains 
and goop everywhere. If it were possible for a leopard to 
puke from being grossed out, Oscar would have. He settled 
for closing his eyes and mewling desperately as he tried to 
get out from under the dead body. 


“Come here, baby, come here.” 

Josiah’s voice cut through his panic, as did the lifting 
of the weight of Cole’s body. Oscar opened his eyes and saw 
Josiah’s worried expression, and behind him, Henry, looking 
stoic and not the least bit affected by having pulled the 
trigger of the gun in his hand. 

“Shift, Oz. Please.” Josiah had tears streaking his 
cheeks. 

Oscar got scared, really scared. He started shifting, 
and the fear made it worse, made him hurt, or maybe that 
was from the damage Cole had done to him, Oscar didn’t 
know anymore. He didn’t care, he just wanted it to stop, 
and finally it did, as darkness pulled him down. 


Epilogue 


“It’s finally quiet again,” Oscar sighed, as he sat next 
to Josiah on their porch. “I thought the Tavares brothers 
would never leave. And thank god they took those other 
two idiots with them. Damn, I keep thinking it had to take 
generations of inbreeding to get to that level of stupid.” 

Josiah laughed and hugged Oscar to him, finally 
without holding back. Almost a month after his fight with 
Cole Tavares and Oscar was healed, nothing but scars left 
behind. Most of those were physical, though he knew he’d 
see Cole’s head blowing all over the place for a long time. 
Or maybe not, because the truth was Oscar was fucking 
thrilled the guy was dead. 

“Me too,” Josiah said, “to all of it. The whole head 
thing was traumatic to say the least.” 

“More traumatic for Cole,” Oscar snorted. He really 
had to bite his tongue to keep from making more jokes, but 
that was part of how he dealt with stress. That, and his ball 
of yarn. 

“And fucking me, which you’re going to do right out 
here on our lovely porch.” Josiah batted his lashes and it 
was such a silly move from the man that Oscar burst out 
laughing. 

“Not if you keep doing that I won’t,” Oscar threatened. 
“It about killed my semi.” He took Josiah’s hand and placed 


it over his dick. “Maybe if you suck it, lll get hard enough 
to fuck you for a good while.” 

“Consider it done.” Josiah slid to his knees on the 
wooden porch and started unfastening Oscar’s pants. 

“Beautiful sunset,” Oscar pointed out, trying to 
distract himself from the pleasure to come. He was kind of 
addicted to Josiah’s blowjobs. The man could suck a 
coconut through a straw, the chrome off a bumper—all 
those lines, Josiah put them to shame. Oscar lifted his hips 
so Josiah could slide his jeans down. “No comment about 
the sunset? Okay, back to the Tavares brothers. I am trying 
to tell myself it’s a good thing Devon didn’t die.” He was 
joking, mostly, but Devon really had been a pain in the ass, 
especially when he was hurt. Devon had whined, and Chris 
and Clark had jumped, and the two from the rest area had 
to be kept locked in a room because they were just fucking 
crazy. Devon swore he could help them. Maybe he could. 
Oscar really hoped so because if not, who knew what would 
happen. 

Josiah nipped Oscar’s dick just enough to make him 
gasp. He smirked up at Oscar. “I’ve got something better 
than the sunset to look at, and if you insist on making jokes 
and talking about those people, I will have to simply make 
you incapable of talking.” 

Josiah did just that, opening his mouth and sucking 
down half of Oscar’s dick. At the same time he pressed his 
palm to Oscar’s balls, and Oscar couldn’t even gasp. Josiah 
hummed and sucked, sealing his lips tight, and the 


exquisite pressure, along with the tease of his tongue, had 
Oscar hovering close to the edge in minutes. 

He thrust up a few more times anyway, knowing Josiah 
wouldn’t let him come, not if Jo wanted to get fucked soon. 
Sure enough, Josiah pinched Oscar’s balls, and it hurt, and 
felt good, but it hurt more, otherwise he’d have sprayed 
spunk all over the place. 

Oscar pushed his dick in as far as he could and held 
Josiah’s head still, a new kink he and Josiah both had. After 
Josiah had swallowed several times, and after as many 
seconds as they’d agreed upon, Oscar let go and Josiah 
bobbed up, inhaling eagerly through his nose. 

“Enough, Jo, I need to fuck you.” Oscar pushed at 
Josiah’s chin to encourage him to stop sucking, because 
Oscar could only hold out for so long. “Unless you’d rather 
wait until I can get it up again.” 

Josiah left off his dick with a slurp. “How do you want 
me?” 

Oscar grinned. “Bend over the porch railing and grab 
your ankles, to start.” 

“Kinky,” Josiah murmured. “I like it. Lube’s in my jeans 
pocket, if you want to use it.” 

“I do.” Sometimes they didn’t, each needing the burn 
and stretch that could linger for days. “I don’t want your 
ass too sore for another round later tonight. And in the 
middle of the night. And in the morning—nah, you can fuck 
me in the morning.” Oscar got up and watched 
appreciatively as Josiah stripped off his clothes. 


Josiah sauntered to the railing and looked over his 
shoulder at Oscar. “Make me feel it.” 

Oscar was almost insulted, considering he had a good- 
sized dick. 

“Oh you know what I mean,” Josiah said. He leaned 
over the rail and grabbed his ankles. “Better hurry if you 
want me like this. I’m not as flexible as I thought I was.” 

Oscar didn’t waste any time, grabbing the lube before 
stepping behind Josiah and pouring the viscous stuff right 
into his crack. He rubbed it around Josiah’s hole before he 
lined up two fingers and pushed them in. 

“Yes,” Josiah hissed, “fuck me like that. Come on, Oz, 
pump them harder!” 

“Bossy,” Oscar said. He slapped Josiah’s butt and 
twisted his wrist until he had his fingers in as deep as 
they’d go, then he started finger-fucking Josiah. “You need 
another one, Jo? I know how much you love being filled. 
Someday I’m gonna put my whole hand in here.” He 
inserted a third finger as he said it, and Josiah let go of his 
ankles to hold onto the rail so he could push back. 

“You’ve said that before,” Josiah panted, “want you to 
do it.” 

“I will,” Oscar promised, already imagining the way 
Josiah’s ass would open for him, hold his hand in the 
warmth of his silky walls. “Soon, Jo. Fucking soon.” Oscar 
thought about pushing a fourth finger in, but his cock was 
leaking pre-cum and he needed to feel Josiah coming apart 
around him. 


“Hold on,” he warned, and Josiah, wise man that he 
was, grabbed the railing at his sides. Oscar gripped his 
cock and rutted against Josiah’s crack for a few seconds, 
but only a few. The whole fisting conversation had got him 
too horny to play much. He spread Josiah’s ass and slapped 
Josiah’s hole with his cockhead. “Feel me, Jo. Feel how hard 
you made me.” 

“I do, and I love it. Give me more.” 

Oscar thrust all the way home in one hard stroke. 

“Ahh!” Josiah shouted and his sweet ass gripped 
Oscar’s cock like the smoothest glove. “Oscar, fuck, move!” 

Oscar smacked Josiah ass, once, twice, and a third 
time when Josiah asked for it. “Never let it be said I’m not a 
generous lover. “ 

“Uhn!” 

Oh, Oscar loved fucking or sucking Josiah into 
incoherence. He thrust hard and harder still, slapping the 
same spot to keep it bright red. Oscar bent his knees and 
pummelled upwards, the angle keeping his cock from 
rubbing Josiah’s prostate. It was a trick Jo had taught him, 
to keep them both going longer, but Oscar wasn’t going to 
make it last for very long this time. He’d had to hold back 
for a month! Gentle fucking had its place, but damn, he’d 
needed this and so had Josiah. 

Oscar straightened his legs and leaned over Josiah. He 
couldn’t reach the place he’d marked, so he’d have to 
improvise, because he was definitely biting Josiah. The 
changed angle brought his cock and Josiah’s prostate 


together, and Josiah shouted and squirmed, writhed and 
bucked beneath him. 

“You’re loving this, aren’t you?” Oscar had to pant the 
words out, he was fucking his mate so hard. Josiah didn’t 
even answer, just keened and let go with one hand to reach 
beneath him. “Yeah, beat off while I’m pounding your ass.” 

Oscar reached around and raked at Josiah’s nipple. 

“Fuck!” Josiah roared, finally forming a real word. 

Oscar grinned and struck, biting Josiah’s back beside 
his shoulder blade. Oscar didn’t bite as hard as he had 
when he’d claimed Josiah because it wasn’t a good spot for 
it, but he did break the skin and taste the coppery tang of 
Josiah’s blood. 

Josiah came apart as beautifully as Oscar had known 
he would. It pulled Oscar’s orgasm right out of his dick, 
spilling it into Josiah’s welcoming ass. Oscar shuddered and 
moaned as he climaxed in what seemed to be an endless 
wave of pleasure. 

Afterwards Oscar and Josiah slid to the porch floor 
together and curled up there, watching as the last rays of 
the sun faded and darkness claimed the sky. 

The peace he felt wasn’t new, but Oscar treasured it 
just as he did the man in his arms. He nuzzled the slick skin 
below Josiah’s ear, soaking in his scent, his flavour. 

“Love you, Oz,” Josiah said, his breath barely a sound 
and all the more powerful for it. “You’re everything to me.” 

Oscar’s heart soared and his eyes burned as joy 
suffused his soul. He snuggled closer to Josiah and revelled 
in the way they fit so perfectly together. “I love you too, Jo.” 


And he would spend the rest of his life making sure Josiah 
never had cause to doubt it. 
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Chapter One 


Some people were vivacious, full of energy and fairly 
bouncing with it. They had an inner glow, the kind you 
could see in their eyes, in the mischievous curve of their 
smile. You just knew they’d be a lot of fun to hang out with, 
and usually, they were—but they could also get on your 
very last nerve and make you want to throttle them. 

Tim Trujillo was experiencing just such an urge 
towards his best friend Dane Calderon—Dr Dane Calderon, 
not that anyone would guess the man held a PhD in 
Zoology. In fact, with his short stature and youthful 
features, no one would think Dane had graduated from high 
school yet. He sure didn’t act like it. 

“I still can’t believe we’re really here!” Dane rose up 
onto his toes and put a hand to his forehead, shading his 
eyes as he looked around. “I have to say, I thought 


Mongolia was all, I dunno, like it was in Mulan.” Dane 
stopped and frowned at Tim. “Wait. Was the movie set in 
Mongolia, or were the invaders Mongolian?” 

Tim was not one of those effervescent people on the 
best of days. Added to that, he was utterly exhausted from 
flying halfway around the world then riding in the shittiest 
vehicle ever—although it was much better than walking or 
riding a horse, thank you very much—he was definitely not 
a chatty man. 

What he was, was a mix of man and feline, a snow 
leopard shifter who had to keep his dual nature hidden 
from most people. He apparently hadn’t got the playful 
kitty gene some of his shifter relatives had, either. Bubbly 
wasn’t a word that would ever be used to describe Tim 
Trujillo. 

Or perky, or particularly mild-mannered. If it'd been 
anyone besides Dane blathering on about a cartoon, Tim 
probably would have told them to get their head out of 
their ass and get a life. 

But it was Dane, and Tim never could stand to see the 
guy unhappy. Dane had perfected the hurt puppy look and 
even Tim, grumpy as he could be, wasn’t immune to it. He 
didn’t like it knowing he was so easily manipulated though, 
so Tim just grunted and shrugged. 

Dane huffed and smacked his arm. “Right, I should 
have known. You probably never even saw the movie, did 
you?” 

Tim racked his brain until he found a tendril of 
memory, a hint of the movie plot he’d seen or heard about 


somewhere or another. Probably he’d overheard parts of 
the movie when one of his siblings watched it because Tim 
just wasn’t into stuff like that. “Why would I? It was a 
cartoon.” 

Dane scrunched his features into a horrified 
expression and clucked his tongue. “Oh, Tim, what a sad, 
sad childhood you must have had. I can just see you now, 
holed up in your bedroom, posters of Einstein and Jack 
Hanna all over the walls, hunched over at your desk with 
your nose in some thousand-page text book. Poor kid.” 

It irked him because Dane wasn’t too far off base. Tim 
glared at his friend, who remained unfazed about pissing 
Tim off. “No Einstein, he was creepy looking. Jack Hanna 
was kind of hot, though.” Honestly, Tim still thought the 
man was cuddly-cute. Not that he’d admit so even if his life 
depended on it. 

“And I liked it in my room. It was the only place I could 
escape my brother and sisters.” As the oldest of four kids, 
it'd seemed to Tim there was always a sibling wanting to 
follow him around. Usually he hadn’t minded, but it’d 
sucked when he had wanted to read or have any kind of 
alone-time. 

Dane sighed wistfully and resumed looking around. “I 
wish I’d had a brother or a sister.” 

“I can lend you Isaiah or Renna or Stephanie any time 
you want to borrow them—when we’re back in the US,” 
Tim tacked on. No way would he want to hear his sibs 
whining about being in the middle of bumfuck nowhere for 
weeks. 


“Right. I might take you up on the sibling borrowing 
sometime.” Dane stretched up onto his tip toes again and 
gave a low whistle. “Mmm-mm, sex on a stick at three 
o’clock. Damn!” 

Despite his snarky mood, Tim wasn’t going to miss the 
opportunity for eye candy if he could help it. He seriously 
doubted he’d be getting any action in Mongolia, as there 
were no gay nightclubs, no cruising, no anything in the way 
of finding a potential hook up in the town they were in. Or 
anywhere he knew of, from what he’d read online. 
Mongolia was not a hotbed of sexual delights for anyone as 
far as he could tell. 

Which was part of the reason Tim would try not to be 
as obvious as Dane, who was practically panting. Then he 
spotted the guy Dane had to be talking about, a tall, thickly 
muscled man with short dark hair and golden skin. Dark 
sunglasses covered the man’s eyes but that only served to 
emphasise his full, dark pink lips and slightly crooked nose, 
but it worked well on his face with those blade-sharp 
cheekbones and the square chin. 

“God, I want him to fuck me,” Dane muttered. He 
made a whimpering sound, one Tim had heard before, back 
when he’d been the one to drive Dane to arousal. Back 
before they’d figured out they’d kill each other if they 
didn’t keep their relationship on the friends-only level. They 
simply squabbled too much to be happy together, and 
frankly, Tim hadn’t been particularly blown away by the 
sex. “Damn. I can’t tell if he’s gay or straight.” 


yy 


Tim kept his groaning to an internal level. Dane and 
his much-vaunted gaydar weren’t very accurate. One of 
these days, its inaccuracy was going to get Dane hurt. 
“Well, I’m not going to go up and ask him for you, so don’t 
even try to nag me into doing it. Last time I did”—the only 
time he’d done it since Tim learned fast—“I nearly got my 
head knocked off my neck. And the guy over there looks 
like he could drop me without breaking a sweat.” Tim 
would love it, too, if it didn’t hurt much. The big stranger 
looked like just the sort of man Tim wanted to feel pinning 
him down and fucking him senseless. 

But he wasn’t senseless, he was tired, hungry and 
anxious to get on with his work. Work was, after all, the 
reason he was here. Dane, too, which, it wouldn’t hurt to 
remind his drooling friend of. It was a huge coup, to be 
accepted into the Snow Leopard Conservation Program. 
The SLCP was the major driving force behind protecting 
endangered cats, and there were a lot of applicants who 
were rejected for the programme. 

Tim elbowed Dane, earning him an evil glare. “Come 
on. I need a shower and so do you. And quit looking at the 
pretty man. The last thing either of us needs is to wind up 
beat to hell in some Mongolian alley or...or whatever they 
do to someone who pisses them off here.” 

“Spoilsport,” Dane muttered, but it was just for show 
and Tim knew it by the way his friend turned away from the 
object of his admiration. “Fine. If we get absolutely 
desperate enough, we can beat each other off or blow each 
other, whatever.” 


Tim stumbled over—he looked down—okay, he 
stumbled over air, apparently, but Dane was talking shit, 
pure and simple. “Why in the hell would we want to do 
something we already tried and decided didn’t work for us? 
You said yourself, the sex we had together wasn’t much of a 
big deal.” 

Dane looked at him like he was an idiot. “It wasn’t. It 
was good, but I want great. Fireworks and orgasms, the 
kind guaranteed to leave me unconscious. But I can’t suck 
my own dick, and friends lend each other a hand—” 

Tim waved off the rest of Dane’s sentence. “Don’t even 
try those skeezy lines with me. Take up yoga. I’m sure you 
can learn flexibility, and with a dick the size of yours, you 
shouldn’t have to bend too much to suck it.” Damned guy 
was hung like a bull. Tim had been glad Dane was strictly a 
bottom when they’d been together, or at least, that’s what 
he’d told himself. 

“You’re a jerk,” Dane groused, “but yeah, I do have a 
great dick.” 

Whereas I am just a dick. At least sometimes he was, 
like when he was worn out, stressed, and in a country Tim 
had hoped would maybe feel like home. It didn’t. He just 
felt like an outsider, something he was used to in a way, 
except for when he was around his family. Probably to be 
expected, considering what he was, and the necessity to 
keep it secret. 

Dane chattered on beside him while Tim cast 
occasional glances towards the stranger in what he hoped 
was an unobtrusive manner. He wondered what the man 


was doing, and if he was aware of Tim’s appreciative 
observation. 

“I wish we could have stayed in Ulaanbaatar City for a 
few days. It was like an oasis in a desert. I’m telling you, 
the hotel clerk there wanted me. He was undressing me 
with his eyes.” 

Tim tuned Dane out for the most part. He’d catch it if 
his friend said anything important, but Dane, for all his 
brilliant intellect, loved to babble and gossip like a star- 
struck teenager. Sometimes Tim wished they could have 
made their attempt at being partners work. Dane was his 
opposite in every way but intellect, when it came to 
personality and looks. 

Tim was tall and lanky, his hair long and a dirty blond. 
Usually it was a tangled mess most of the time despite how 
often he brushed it. Tim had considered doing something to 
it to make it look not so boring a colour, but he just didn’t 
have enough vanity to deal with it. 

His eyes were a dull shade of blue, in his opinion. They 
weren’t a vivid colour like his cousin Oscar’s. Sometimes 
Tim thought of himself as a washed-out version of Oscar. 
He always compared himself to Oscar, he supposed, since 
they were the only two in the family who didn’t have dark 
auburn hair and green or brown eyes. 

He’d been teased about his features, called a girl by 
more than one asswipe when he’d been in school, even a 
couple of times in college, although once he’d hit his 
Masters’ degree stupid things like that had ceased 
happening. Dane, despite being on the short side, was 


bulky with muscles and had the chiselled jaw and 
masculine features Tim had always envied. 

Kind of like the sexy stud Dane had pointed out, 
actually, although the stud’s masculinity seemed to be so 
apparent Tim thought he could almost touch it. 

A shiver trailed down his spine, an imaginary icy 
finger. Tim stopped, his instincts kicking in. Goose bumps 
prickled his skin. Dane kept chatting, although now he was 
Managing to converse in one of the Mongolian dialects, 
most likely Khalkha Mongol, or maybe he was speaking 
Turkic, Tim wasn’t sure. Languages weren’t his forte. He 
was damned lucky not to mangle English too badly. 

His lack of language skills didn’t matter, not when he 
looked across the dirt roadway into a pair of eyes so dark 
brown they appeared black. Maybe they were, because 
Tim, with his enhanced shifter abilities, couldn’t detect a 
hint of any lighter colour in the man’s irises even though 
he’d removed his sunglasses. 

There it was, one of the very things that made Tim 
have to keep himself apart. His ability to see and hear and 
scent things a regular human being couldn’t were parts of 
himself he couldn’t share with anyone other than family. It 
made having a lover difficult, and Tim had spent more time 
alone than he’d have liked. 

Something about those dark eyes brought a heat to 
Tim’s groin, spread down to his cock and balls, arousing 
him terribly. He didn’t understand it, considering there was 
nothing encouraging in the man’s expression. Indeed, tall 
dark and handsome sure appeared to be angry, very, very 


angry. His full lips were twisted into an almost painful 
looking sneer, and for some reason Tim wanted to laugh at 
him. Or lie down and roll onto his back. Neither were wise 
choices. 

Tim didn’t look away from TDH. He liked the acronym 
for the man, especially since TDH could stand for total dick 
head as well as tall dark and handsome, and considering 
the glare and the sneer, yeah, TDH worked in both 
respects. 

What the hell was he doing, standing there in some 
kind of testosterone-infused visual equation of a pissing 
match? He didn’t have time for stupidity like this. Tim 
turned away and realised Dane had shut up finally and was 
staring at him with a knowing look. 

“What?” Tim grumbled. He was not blushing. He was 
just hot, even if it was only about sixty degrees Fahrenheit. 
They’d been walking, and he wasn’t anywhere near being 
used to the altitude or atmosphere or travelling halfway 
across the world. 

“He’s coming this way,” Dane said, hissing the s’s and 
sprinkling Tim’s forearm with spit. “Whoops. Sorry about 
the spontaneous spit shower. But he’s coming, seriously.” 

Tim’s stomach dipped. He was surprised he didn’t hear 
it go splat on the ground. What was wrong with him? He 
grabbed Dane’s wrist. “Come on, I don’t think he 
appreciated us checking him out. We aren’t in a gay- 
friendly country, remember.” Tim sure did, and he didn’t 
dare to glance back, instead propelling Dane forward with 
a Shove. “Let’s get out of here!” 


Tim had never been the panicky sort, but for some 
reason, he felt as if he were being stalked. It was creepy, 
being the prey instead of the hunter. Tim didn’t care for it, 
yet his cock hardened and his heartbeat sped up. His pulse 
rushed through his veins and a weird euphoric sensation 
rolled over him. 

Jesus Christ, I must be hallucinating! Sleep, sleep and 
drink lots of water and I'll feel better. 

He hoped so, anyway. Distractions and carelessness 
were dangerous, and being worn out could certainly make 
each of those more likely. Tim weaved around several 
people grouped by a doorway. The sound of their voices 
was an unfamiliar mixture of tones and tempos, yet the 
language they spoke was oddly musical to Tim’s ears. 

But he was no less aware of the man he thought of as 
TDH behind them. Tim would bet every fine hair on his 
body was standing up and vibrating from the sensation of 
being watched. Tim tried to focus on hearing TDH, but 
there was too much noise with the group of people he’d just 
passed, and he wasn’t downwind, so there was no scenting 
his pursuer. 

“Why are we running away from Mr Gorgeous again?” 
Dane huffed. 

“Why is he chasing us?” Tim retorted. “Didn’t I just 
remind you about this not being the most gay-friendly 
place?” He lengthened his strides and wished Dane wasn’t 
with him. If he was alone, he’d confront TDH. Tim was, due 
to his shifter nature, quite stronger than the average male, 
and if worst came to worst, he could let his beast loose, 


although shifting wasn’t a speedy thing for him. And it hurt, 
which certainly didn’t encourage him to do it more often. It 
was wholly possible he could be killed mid-shift, so he’d not 
do it unless he absolutely had no other choice. 
Tim scowled and darted a glance over his shoulder as 
they turned down a street leading away from their hotel. 
Dane started to dig his heels in. “Hey! We need to go 


“I know where we need to go,” Tim growled, jerking 
Dane’s arm and propelling him back into moving. “I don’t 
want TDH to figure out where we’re at.” 

Dane’s laughter had a slightly hysterical tinge to it and 
Tim glowered at his friend. “What?” 

Dane shook his head. “How many hotels do you think 
there are in this place? And TDH? Really? Tall dark and 
handsome—” 

“Or total dick head,” Tim snarled. “Fuck!” 

“Exactly.” Dane didn’t slow down, though. “That guy, 
whoever he is, looks kind of like a native, or at least more 
like one than we ever will. I doubt he’s gonna have to guess 
where we are, or who we are, or who we're with. He 
probably just has to ask someone who’s seen us. Or he 
could watch us from gods knows where.” 

Tim knew Dane was right. He and Dane stood out for 
their Western clothes as well as their different physical 
appearances. They weren’t the only people here not native 
to Mongolia, but they were the only ones he saw in the 
nearby area. If their stalker was from here, he probably 


had friends or knew shortcuts Tim and Dane would never 
find. 

Added to that, the organisation they were working 
with had established a base camp here almost a decade 
ago. It wasn’t an unknown entity in Dalanzadgad. The Snow 
Leopard Conservation Program had been established here 
by Dr Marquat years ago and was still running strong. 

Idiot. Dumb, narrow-sighted idiot! Tim scolded himself 
some more as they turned left. Why were they even 
bothering? Dane was right. If Tim hadn’t been so beat, 
maybe he’d have realised the same things Dane had. 

Right, Tim thought scathingly. He never had been any 
kind of brilliant, and yes, he had his PhD, but it was due 
more to very hard work and determination than his IQ. Tim 
wasn’t stupid, though. He wasn’t. He just tended to be very 
focused and not blessed with a lot of common sense. Book 
smart, he’d heard it called, but Tim didn’t even think of 
himself in such a manner. It’d damn near killed him getting 
his degrees. 

Tim was pulled out of his self-chastisement when Dane 
nearly yanked his arm out of its socket. “Stop!” 

Like he had a choice, short of dragging Dane off? Tim 
spun around and tried not to appear as freaked out as he 
was beginning to realise he felt. He didn’t see TDH 
anywhere. 

“Yeah, I was trying to tell you, but you were in the flee- 
zone,” Dane huffed. “He quit following us.” 

“Maybe he just got a kick out of fucking with us.” Tim 
didn’t see TDH but he felt him still, like a prick of fine 


needles over his skin. He looked until his eyes ached, 
straining to see a hint of the stranger. He didn’t catch even 
a glimpse of the man. 

“What if he’s waiting at our hotel to kill us or 
something?” Dane whispered, his voice laced with mock- 
fear. “Ohhhh, maybe he is going to nab us and make us his 
sex-slaves!” 

“Shut up, Dane.” Tim fought against a grin at his 
friend’s ridiculous imaginings. “Besides, I doubt being 
abducted would ever be fun. That’s one of those fantasies 
best left as—” 

“No no no no,” Dane interrupted, wagging a finger at 
Tim. “Don’t drag reality into it! Nothing bad can happen to 
us in my fantasy! It’s all consensual, and everyone comes 
until we pass out.” 

Tim snorted despite his best efforts not to. Dane didn’t 
need the encouragement he’d get if he knew how 
entertaining Tim found him. “Right. Well. Let’s head back 
to our room and see if we have to fend off any stalker—I 
mean, valiant hero.” Tim thought he did pretty good 
spinning his own little piece of the tale, but Dane’s burst of 
laughter told him otherwise. 

Well, what did he expect? He’d never been the most 
imaginative of people, either. He didn’t have the talent for 
making beautiful things from his imagination like his cousin 
Levi did. No, what Tim did was plod along resolutely, 
always keeping his eye on the task at hand. Bland hair, 
bland eyes, bland body. Of course he had the personality to 
match. 
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No wonder he didn’t have a boyfriend. He was about 
as exciting as a bowl of oatmeal. Not the sugared kind 
either, but just the plain, mushy, beige stuff, all unflavoured 
and tasteless. 

And whose fault is my uneventful plodding through life 
so far? Is it fate, destiny, the hand of some god—or is it my 
own fault? What do I believe? It was a startlingly spiritual 
question for Tim to ask himself. He was floored by it, 
actually, although he was careful not to slow down or give 
any hint of his deep thoughts to Dane. It wouldn’t do to 
hand his best bud any ammunition to tease him with. 

Tim couldn’t let the question go, however, and he 
pondered it the entire walk back to their hotel even as he 
kept an eye out for TDH. Tim told himself he was relieved 
not to see the man again, but the hot ball of disappointment 
in his gut called him a liar. He’d just ignore that reaction. It 
was a Silly one to have, considering how he’d felt out there 
earlier—stalked, hunted, vulnerable. Like prey. 

So why did it make him so horny he couldn’t draw a 
deep breathe? 


* *K OK OX 


Tim rolled onto his belly in the darkened hotel room he 
shared with Dane. There was nothing he could do about his 
erection, not with Dane right there. Dane was a light 
sleeper, and Tim knew beyond a doubt he couldn’t jerk off 
without waking his friend. So, he was simply going to have 
to deal with being uncomfortable for a while. 


Maybe he’d just go back to dwelling on why he had 
always seemed to follow the path that appeared before him 
in life rather than trying to discover what he wanted. 
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